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CHAPTER  L 

THE  duke  had  procured  lodgings  for  Stein 
and  his  wife  in  a  house  kept  by  a  poor  but 
honest  and  respectable  family. 

In  his  own  apartment  Stein  found  a 
packet  containing  a  sum  of  money,  sufficient 
to  cover  the  most  extravagant  expenditure. 
With  it  was  a  note,  which  ran  as  follows : — 

"  This  is  a  just  tribute  to  the  skill  of  the 
surgeon ;  the  care  and  watchfulness  of  the 
friend  can  only  be  repaid  with  sincere  grati- 
tude and  friendship." 

VOL.  II.  B 
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2  THE   SEA-GULL. 

Stein  was  much  affected. 
"  Ah,  Maria ! "  he  exclaimed,  showing  the 
paper  to  his  wife ;  "  this  man  is  great  in 
everything, — in  rank,  in  heart,  ancLin 
virtue.  He  calls  me  his  friend!  Me, 
who  am  only  a  poor  surgeon  ;  and  speaks  of 
gratitude  while  loading  me  with  favours ! " 

"  What's  all  this  money  to  him  ?  "  replied 
Maria, — "a  man  who  has  millions,  so  our 
hostess  tells  me,  and  whose  estates  are  as 
big  as  provinces!  Besides,  if  it  had  not 
been  for  you,  he  would  have  been  lame  for 
the  rest  of  his  life." 

At  this  moment  the  duke  entered,  and 
cutting  short  Stein's  expressions  of  grati- 
tude, said, — 

"  I  am  come  to  beg  a  favour.  You  will 
not  refuse  it,  Maria  ? " 

"What  is  there  that  we  could  refuse 
you  ?  "  Stein  hastened  to  say. 

"  Well  then,  Maria,"  continued  the  duke, 
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"I  have  promised  an  intimate  friend  of 
mine  that  you  will  sing  at  her  house." 

Marisalada  did  not  reply. 

"Of  course  she  will  go,"  said  Stein. 
"  Maria  is  not  so  ungrateful  to  Heaven  for 
the  precious  gift  of  her  voice,  as  to  refuse  to 
give  pleasure  with  it." 

"  It  is  settled,  then,"  said  the  duke ;  "  and 
as  you,  Stein,  are  as  clever  in  playing  the 
pianoforte  as  the  flute,  there  will  be  one 

• 

placed  at  your  disposal  this  evening,  as  well 
as  a  collection  of  the  best  pieces  from 
modern  operas.  You  can  choose  those 
which  please  you  most,  and  study  them, 
for  Maria  must  triumph,  and  cover  herself 
with  glory;  her  fame  as  a  singer  depends 
on  it" 

Maria's  eyes  sparkled  on  hearing  these 
last  words. 

"You  will  sing,  Maria?  "  asked  the  duke. 

"•Why  not  ?  "  she  replied. 
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"I  know,"  said  their  friend,  "that  you 
have  seen  most  of  the  sights  of  Seville. 
Stein  lives  on  enthusiasm,  and  already 
knows  Cean,  Ponz,  and  Zuniga  by  heart. 
But  there  is  one  that  you  have  not  yet 
seen,  and  that  is  a  bull-fight.  Here  are 
tickets  for  one  which  will  take  place  this 
afternoon.  You  will  be  near  me,  as  I  wish 
to  see  the  impression  this  spectacle  will 
make  on  you." 

Soon  after  the  duke  left  them. 

When  Stein  and  Maria  reached  the  plaza 
in  the  afternoon,  it  was  already  full  of  people. 
A  continued  noise  served  as  a  prelude  to 
the  entertainment, — as,  before  the  coming 
tempest,  the  waves  of  the  sea  roar  and  are 
agitated.  That  immense  assembly  of  the 
population  of  the  town  and  suburbs,  the 
agitation, — like  that  of  the  blood  as  it  rushes 
to  the  heart  in  the  paroxysm  of  violent 
passion,  the  burning  atmosphere,  the  union 
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of  innumerable  sympathies  into  one,  the 
feverish  expectation,  the  frantic  exultation, 
— restrained  nevertheless  within  the  limits 
of  order,  the  clamorous  vociferations,  the 
impatience,  and  trembling  anxiety,  all  form 
united,  a  species  of  moral  galvanism  to  which 
one  must  yield,  or  from  which  one  must  fly. 
Stein,  giddy  and  nervous,  would  gladly  have 
chosen  flight.  His  timidity,  however,  kept 
him  where  he  was.  He  saw  that  all  around 
•him  were  contented,  happy,  and  animated ; 
and  he  did  not  wish  to  appear  singular. 
The  place  was  full, — 12,000  persons  formed 
vast  concentric  circles  round  it.  The  upper 
classes  were  seated  in  the  shade,  while  the 
many-coloured  Andalusian  dresses  of  the 
lower  orders  glittered  in  the  sunshine.  The 
arena  was  cleared  ;  then  the  picadores  made 
their  appearance,  mounted  on  their  ill-fated 
horses,  which,  with  their  heads  hanging 
down  and  their  sad  eyes,  appeared  (as  they 
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really  were)  victims  going  to  the  sacrifice. 
At  the  sight  of  these  poor  animals,  whose 
late  he  foresaw,  the  feeling  of  disgust  which 
^teiii  already  felt,  was  changed  into  painful 
compassion.  In  those  provinces  of  the 
Peninsula  which,  up  to  the  present  time,  he 
had  visited,  the  desolation  of  civil  war  had 
prevented  his  having  an  opportunity  of 
witnessing  those  great  national  and  popular 
fiestas,  where  the  remains  of  the  light  but 
brilliant  warfare  of  the  Moor,  are  combined 
with  the  stern  bravery  of  the  Gothic  race ; 
but  he  had  heard  of  them,  and  knew  that 
the  merit  of  a  bull-fight,  was  generally  esti- 
mated by  the  number  of  horses  killed  in  it. 
He  felt  pity,  therefore,  chiefly  for  those  poor 
animals,  who,  after  having  rendered  great 
services  to  their  masters,  contributed  to 
their  amusement,  and  in  some  cases  saved 
their  lives,  receive  as  their  sole  reward,  when 
weakened  by  old  age  and  work,  an  atrocious 
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death,  which,   by  a  refinement  of  cruelty, 
they  are  made  to  seek  for  themselves ; — a 
death  which  their  instinct  announces  to  them 
beforehand,  and   which    some  resist,  while 
others,  more  resigned,  or  perfectly  spiritless, 
meet  it  quietly,  in  order  to  shorten  its  agony. 
The  torments  of  those  wretched  creatures 
are  enough  to  melt  a  heart  of  stone ;  but 
the    spectators    have    neither     eyes,     nor 
attention,  nor  feeling,  except  for  the  bull. 
For  the  time  they  are  completely  fascinated  ; 
and    this   fascination    is    shared    by  most 
foreigners,  even  by  those  who  are  prejudiced 
against  Spain  in  general,  and  this  ferocious 
amusement  in  particular.     However,  it  must 
be  owned,  and  we  own  it  with  sorrow,  that 
in   Spain  there  is  very  little    compassion 
shown  to  animals,  especially  among  the  men. 
In  the  lower  classes  there  is  none  at  all. 
Ah !  Mr.  Martin,  how  much  more  grateful 
humanity  should  be  to  you  than  to  most  phil- 
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anthropists  of  our  day,  who  do  so  much  harm 
to  men  without  benefiting  them  in  the  least. 

The  three  picadores  saluted  the  president  of 
the/^sta.  They  were- preceded  by»theto- 
derilleros  and  the  chulos,  all  splendidly 
dressed  and  carrying  cloaks  of  brilliant 
colours.  The  matadores  and  their  substi- 
tutes, whose  costume  was  even  more 
splendid,  commanded  all. 

"  Pepe  Yera !  Here  comes  Pepe  Yera ! " 
cried  out  the  spectators,  as  their  favourite 
entered  the  arena.  "  Montes's  pupil !  How 
handsome  he  is !  How  well  made!  How  grace- 
ful !  How  calm  and  determined  he  looks ! " 

"Do  you  know  the  great  lesson  which 
Montes  gives  to  his  pupils  ?  "  said  a  young 
man  who  was  seated  next  to  Stein;  "he 
takes  them,  with  their  arms  folded,  up  to 
the  bull,  and  says,  t  Don't  be  afraid  of  him ! ' 

Pepe  Yera  drew  near  the  barrier  ;  he  was 
dressed  in  cerise  satin,  profusely  embroidered 
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with  silver.  Hanging  from  the  little  pockets 
of  his  jacket  were  the  ends  of  two  cambric 
handerchiefs ;  a  waistcoat  of  rich  tissue  of 
silver,  and  a  pretty  little  velvet  cap  com- 
pleted his  rich,  elegant,  and  light  majo  cos- 
tume. After  having  saluted  the  authorities 
easily  and  gracefully,  he,  and  the  other  com- 
batants, went  to  their  proper  places.  The 
three  picadores  took  up  theirs  at  equal  dis- 
tances from  each  other,  near  the  barrier. 
The  matadores  and  the  chulos  were  scattered 
about  the  ring.  Then  followed  a  profound 
silence,  as  though  the  crowd  of  people,  so 
uproarious  just  before,  had  suddenly  lost  the 
power  of  breathing. 

The  alcalde  gave  the  signal;  the  trum- 
pets sounded,  every  one  rose,  and  then, 
as  if  by  magic,  the  wide  gate  of  the 
toril  *  flew  open,  and  a  red  bull  rushed  into 
the  arena,  and  was  saluted  by  a  general 

*•  Place  where  the  bulls  are  kept. 
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burst  of  shouts,  hisses,  abuses,  and  compli- 
ments. On  hearing  this  tremendous  uproar, 
the  bull  stopped,  raised  his  head,  and  with 
his  flaming  eyes  seemed  to  ask  if  all  these 
provocations  were  directed  against  him,  who, 
generous  in  his  strength,  had  hitherto  shown 
mercy  to  his  small  and  weak  enemy — man. 
He  reconnoitred  the  ground,  turning  his 

menacing  head  quickly  from  one  side  to  the 

« 

other.  Still  he  hesitated — the  shouts  and 
hisses  increased,  then,  with  a  speed  that 
seemed  incompatible  with  his  immense  size 
and  weight,  he  rushed  upon  the  picador. 

But  on  feeling  the  prick  of  the  lance  in 
his  neck,  he  retreated,  for  he  was  an  uncer- 
tain animal ;  one  of  those,  that  in  the  lan- 
guage of  the  tauromachia,  are  called  "  bo- 
yantes"  or  waverers,  from  their  indecision. 
He  did  not  therefore  renew  his  former  at- 
tack, but  rushed  upon  the  second  picador. 
This  man  was  not  so  much  on  his  guard  as 
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the  other,  aiicl  his  thrust  was  neither  as  true 
nor  as  firm ;  he  wounded  the  animal  without 
stopping  him.  In  a  moment  the  bull's  horns 
were  buried  in  the  flank  of  the  horse,  who 
fell  to  the  ground. 

A  cry  of  terror  ran  through  the  whole 
circle ;  the  chulos  instantly  surrounded  this 
horrible  group,  but  the  ferocious  animal  had 
taken  possession  of  his  victim,  and  would 
not  be  distracted  from  his  vengeance.  At 
this  moment,  the  cries  of  the  multitude 
united  into  one  deep  and  uniform  wail, 
which  would  have  filled  the  whole  city  with 
terror  if  it  had  not  proceeded  from  the 
plaza  de  los  toros. 

The  danger  was  becoming  more  and  more 
imminent — the  bull  pressed  upon  the  horse ; 
the  horse  with  his  weight  and  convulsive 
struggles  crushed  the  picador,  who  la}T  power- 
less under  these  two  enormous  masses. 

Then,    light    as  some   bird  of   brilliant 
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plumage,  calm  as  a  child  about  to  gather 
flowers,  tranquil  and  smiling,  appeared  a 
young  man,  covered  with  silver,  shining  like 
a  star.  He  went  up  behind  the  bull,  seized 
his  tail  with  both  hands,  and  though  slightly 
made  and  delicate-looking,  drew  the  fero- 
cious beast  towards  him,  as  if  he  had  been  a 
lapdog.  The  bull,  taken  by  surprise,  turned 
round  in  a  fury,  and  rushed  upon  his  new 
adversary,  who,  without  turning  his  shoulder, 
avoided  the  first  shock  by  stepping  aside  to 
the  right.  The  bull  charged  him  again,  and 
this  time  the  young  man  escaped  by  a  spring 
to  the  left,  continuing  this  course  until  he 
was  close  to  the  barrier.  There  he  disap- 
peared from  the  eyes  of  the  astonished 
animal  and  from  the  anxious  gaze  of  the 
public,  who,  intoxicated  with  enthusiasm, 
made  the  air  resound  with  thundering  ap- 
plause, moved,  as  one  always  is,  by  the 
1  sight  of  a  man  playing  with  death,  without 
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bravado    or  affectation,    yet  with    perfect 
calmness. 

"  See,  how  well  he  has  profited  by  Montes's 
instructions !  See  how  Pepe  Yera  can  play 
with  the  bull !  "  cried  the  young  man  who 
was  sitting  by  Stein,  in  a  voice  hoarse  with 
shouting.  The  duke  fixed  his  attention  on 
Marisalada.  Since  her  arrival  in  the  capital, 
this  was  the  first  time,  that  he  had  noticed 
any  emotion  on  her  cold  disdainful  counten- 
ance. Until  this  moment  he  had  never  seen 
her  animated.  Her  coarse  organization,  too 
vulgar  to  admit  the  exquisite  sentiment  of 
admiration,  and  too  indifferent  and  scornful 
to  allow  itself  to  be  taken  by  surprise,  had 
never  deigned  to  admire,  or  to  interest  itself 
in  anything.  In  order  to  make  any  impres- 
sion upon  that  hard  metal,  it  was  necessary 
to  make  use  of  fire  and  hammer.  Stein 
was  pale  and  agitated.  "Senor,"  he  said, 
in  a  tone  of  gentle  expostulation,  to  the 
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duke,  "is  it  possible  that  this  can  amuse 
you?" 

"No,"  replied  the  duke,  smiling  good- 
humouredly,  "  it  doesn't  amuse  me,  it  inte- 
rests me." 

Meanwhile,  they  had  lifted  up  the  horse. 
The  poor  animal  could  not  stand  ;  he  was  so 
fearfully  mangled  that  his  intestines  literally 
trailed  on  the  ground.  The  picador  had  also 
risen  and  was  struggling  in  the  arms  of  the 
chulos,  enraged  at  the  bull,  and  with  blind  rash- 
ness, notwithstanding  the  shock  of  his  fall,  en- 
deavouring, with  all  his  might,  to  remount  and 
continue  the  attack.  It  was  impossible  to  dis- 
suade him,  and  he  again  mounted  the  poor  vic- 
tim plunging  his  spurs  into  its  bleeding  flanks. 

"  Senor,"  said  Stein,  "  perhaps  you  may 
think  me  ridiculous,  but  I  cannot  possibly 
witness  this  spectacle  any  longer.  Shall  we 
go  away,  Maria  ? " 

"  No,"  replied  Maria,  whose  soul  seemed  to 
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be  concentrated  in  her  eyes.  "  Am  I  so  very 
squeamish  ?  Are  you  afraid  I  shall  faint  ?  " 

"  Well  then,"  said  Stein,  "  I'U  come  back 
for  you  when  the  course  is  over."  And  he 
left  the  place. 

The  bull  had  already  despatched  a  con- 
siderable number  of  horses.  The  unhappy 
one  which  we  have  just  mentioned,  went  on, 
dragged  by  its  bridle,  to  a  door,  through 
which  it  passed  out  Others,  unable  to  rise, 
lay  stretched  out  in  the  convulsions  of  <Jeath, 
now  and  then  raising  their  heads  with  a 
painful  expression  of  terror.  At  these  signs 
of  life,  the  bull  returned  to  the  charge,  plung- 
ing his  horns  afresh  into  the  mangled,  but  still 
palpitating  remains  of  his  victims.  Then 
with  his  forehead  and  horns  all  bloody,  he 
stalked  round  the  circus,  as  if  offering  pro- 
vocation or  challenge  ;  sometimes  proudly 
raising  his  head  towards  the  gradas,  where  the 
shouting  never  ceased  for  a  moment,  at  others, 
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towards  the  gaily  dressed  chulos  who  flickered 
in  front  of  him  like  meteors,  sticking  their 
bander illas  into  him.  Now  and  then 
little  birds  escaped  from  a  net  concealed 
among  the  ornaments  of  the  banderilla 
and  flew  about  the  place.  Who  could  have 
been  the^first  person  to  whom  the  idea  of  pro- 
ducing this  strange  contrast  occurred  ?  Did 
he  mean  it  as  a  symbol  of  defenceless  inno- 
cence, rising  without  effort  above  the  horrors 
and  fierce  passions  of  the  earth  ?  More  likely, 
it  was  one^of  those  poetical  ideas,  which  spring 
up  spontaneously,  even  in  the  very  hard  and 
cruel  hearts  of  the  lower  orders  in  Spain,  in 
the  same  way  as  a  plant  of  mignonette  in 
Andalusia  will  spring  up  and  flower,  between 
the  stones  and  cement  of  a  balcony. 

At  a  sign  from  the  President,  the  trumpets 
sounded  again.  For  a  short  time  there  was 
a  truce  in  the  sanguinary  contest. 

Then  Pepe  Vera,  with  a  sword,  and  a  red 
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cape  in  his  left  hand,  approached  the  pako, 
in  which  was  seated  the  Alcalde.  He 
stopped  in  front  of  it,  and  bowed,  by  way 
of  asking  permission  to  kill  the  bull. 

Pepe  Tera  had  remarked  the  presence  of 
the  duke,  whose  love  of  bull-fighting  was 
well  known.  He  had  also  noticed  the 
woman  who  sat  by  his  side,  because  that 
woman,  to  whom  the  duke  spoke  frequently, 
never  took  her  eyes  off  the  matador. 

He  turned  to  the  duke,  and  taking  off 
his  cap,  said, — 

"  I  offer  the  bull  to  your  Excellency,  and 
to  the  royal  lady  by  your  side." 

He  then  threw  his  cap  on  the  ground, 
with  inimitable  nonchalance,  and  turned 
away.  The  chulos  watched  his  movements 
attentively,  ready  to  execute  his  orders. 
The  matador  selected  the  spot  he  liked  best, 
and  pointing  it  out  to  his  cuadrilla — 

"  Here ! "  he  cried  to  them. 

VOL.  II.  C 
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The  chulos  ran  towards  the  bull  to  excite 
him,  the  bull  pursuing  them,  came  face  to 
face  with  Pepe  Yera,  who  stood  firm  waiting 
for  him.  This  was  the  solemn  moment  of 
the  course.  A  profound  silence  succeeded 
the  stormy  tumult  and  vehement  excitement, 
which  a  short  time  before  Pepe  had  evoked. 

The  bull,  seeing  the  insignificant  enemy, 
who  had  laughed  at  his  rage,  stopped  sud- 
denly, as  if  to  reflect.  No  doubt  he  was 
afraid  that  he  might  escape  him  a  second  time. 
No  one  entering  the  arena  at  that  moment 
would  have  supposed  that  he  was  present  at 
a  scene  of  public  amusement,  but  rather  at 
some  religious  ceremony ;  so  perfect  was 
the  silence !  The  two  adversaries  stood 
looking  at  each  other.  Pepe  Yera  waved 
his  left  hand.  The  bull  rushed  upon  him  ; 
with  a  slight  skilful  movement  he  evaded 
him ;  and  when  the  animal  turned  on  him, 
he  thrust  his  sword  between  his  two  shoulder- 
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blades  ;  so  that  the  bull,  continuing  his 
speed,  helped  the  steel  to  penetrate  up  to 
the  hilt  into  his  body,  and  fell  lifeless  to  the 
ground.  It  is  absolutely  impossible  to 
describe  the  general  explosion  of  shouts 
and  of  applause  which  resounded  in  the 
plaza.  Only  those  who  have  been  present 
at  a  similar  scene  can  form  any  idea  of  the 
excitement.  At  the  same  time  a  military 
band  struck  up. 

In  the  midst  of  this  extravagant  outbreak 
of  passionate  admiration,  Pepe  Vera  quietly 
walked  across  the  circus,  saluting  with  his 
sword,  right  and  left,  in  grateful  acknow- 
ledgment ;  and  this  triumph,  that  more  than 
one  Roman  emperor  would  have  envied, 
seemed  to  excite  in  his  breast  neither  pride 
nor  surprise.  His  first  bow  was  to  the 
alcalde;  the  next  to  the  duke  and  to  his 
royal  neighbour.  The  duke  put  a  purse  full 
of  gold  into  Maria's  hand ;  and  she,  wrap- 

c2 
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ping  it  in  her  handkerchief,  threw  it  into 
the  arena.  On  Pepe  Vera  renewing  his 
expressions  of  gratitude,  his  black  eyes  met 
those  of  the  Gaviota.  Were  a  classical 
writer  to  describe  this  encounter  of  glances, 
he  would  say  that  Cupid  had  wounded  those 
two  hearts,  as  deeply  as  Pepe  had  wounded 
the  bull.  We,  who  dare  not  number  our- 
selves in  that  severe  and  intolerant  school, 
will  only  say,  that  these  two  natures  were 
formed  to  understand  and  sympathize  with 
each  other,  and  that  they  did  so. 

It  must  be  owned  that  Pepe  Vera  had 
performed  his  part  admirably.  All  that  he 
had  done  in  a  situation  which  placed  him 
between  life  and  death,  had  been  executed 
with  a  degree  of  dexterity,  ease,  and  grace, 
which  had  not  deserted  him  for  a  single 
moment.  For  this,  it  is  necessary  to  possess 
a  calm  temperament,  and  bravery  amount- 
ing to  rashness;  but  these  by  themselves 
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would  perhaps  be  insufficient,  were  there 
not  twenty-four  thousand  eyes  to  admire 
and  twenty-four  thousand  hands  to  ap- 
plaud. 


CHAPTER  II. 

DURING  the  scenes  which  we  have  described 
in  the  last  chapter,  Stein  was  taking  a  walk 
round  Seville,  following  the  line  of  its 
ancient  walls,  which  were  raised  by  Julius 
Caesar,  as  the  following  inscription  over  the 
gate  of  Jerez  shows : — 

"  Hercules  me  edifice ; 
Julio  Cesar  me  cerco 
De  Muros  y  Torres  altas ; 
Y  el  Eey  Santo  me  gano 
Con  Garci — Perez  de  Vargas." 

Turning  to  the  right,  Stein  passed  in  front 
of  the  Convent  del  Populo,  now  used  as 
a  prison ;  near  it  he  saw  the  beautiful  gate 
of  Triana,  and  further  on  the  Puerto,  Real 
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(royal  gate),  by  which  San  Fernando  made 
his  entrance,  as  in  later  times  did  Philip  II. 
In  front  of  it  is  the  Convent  of  St.  Lawrence, 
where  Ferdinand  Columbus,  son  of  the 
famous  Christopher,  founded  a  school,  and 
established  his  observatory.  He  next  passed 
by  the  gates  of  San  Juan  and  of  the  Bar- 
que ta,  to  which  so  many  interesting  recol- 
lections are  attached.  At  some  distance,  on 
the  banks  of  the  river,  could  be  seen  the 
Monastery  of  San  Jeromino,  whose  statue, 
considered  one  of  the  most  perfect  in  the 
world,  now  adorns  the  principal  room  of 
the  museum. 

"Would  the  ancient  artists,"  thought 
Stein,  "  have  made  so  many  masterpieces, 
if,  instead  of  their  being  consecrated  to  the 
veneration  of  pious  souls  to  receive  their 
worship  and  their  prayers,  they  had  known 
that  their  destination  would  have  been  a 
museum,  where  they  would  be  exposed  to 
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the  cold  criticism  of  the  friends  of  art,  and 
of  the  admirers  of  form  ?  " 

Then  his  eyes  fell  on  San  Lazaro,  the 
hospital  for  lepers,  and  also  on  the  large  and 
magnificent  hospital  called  Las  Cinco  Llagas 
del  Senor*  or  more  commonly  Hospital  de  la 
Sangre,  a  work  by  the  two  Enriques  de  Rive- 
ras, in  which  millions  were  consumed.  He 
saw  the  Puerta  de  la  Macarena,  which  takes 
its  name,  according  to  some,  from  a  daughter 
of  Hercules,  to  whom  Julius  Caesar  dedicated 
it ;  and  according  to  others,  from  a  Moorish 
princess,  who  founded  a  palace  there.  Don 
Pedro  the  Cruel  entered  by  it  many  times 
as  conqueror,  as  did  also  Don,Fadrique, 
when  the  same  Don  Pedro,  his  brother,  sacri- 
ficed him  to  his  anger.  The  next  gate  he 
passed  was  that  of  Cordoba,  upon  which  may 
still  be  seen,  now  converted  into  a  chapel, 
the  narrow  cloister  in  which  Saint  Hermene- 

*  The  five  wounds  of  the  Saviour. 
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gildo  was  imprisoned,  and  eventually  mar- 
tyred, by  order  of  his  father,  Leovigildo, 
king  of  the  Goths,  in  the  year  586.  In 
front  of  this  gate  is  the  Convento  de  los 
Capucliinos,  on  the  same  site  where,  accord- 
ing to  tradition,  the  first  church  in  Spain 
was  erected,  and  which  was  founded  by  the 
apostle  Santiago;  Zaragosa,  however,  dis- 
putes this  glory  with  Seville.  Further  on 
he  saw  the  Convento  de  la  Trinidad,  on  the 
same  spot  that  the  Roman  prisons  formerly 
occupied,  and  the  cave  in  which  the  holy 
virgins,  Justa  and  Rupina,  patronesses  of  the 
city,  were  incarcerated.  In  this  cave  an 
altar  has  been  erected ;  in  its  centre  is  placed 
the  marble  pillar  to  which  the  saints  were 
bound,  and  on  which  they  engraved  a  cross 
with  their  feeble  fingers ;  this  cross  may  still 
be  seen. 

After  passing  by  the   Puertas  del  Sol, 
y  del  Osario,  Stein  found  himself  opposite 


26  THE    SEA-GULL. 

that  of  Carmona,  which  has  an  anecdote 
attached  to  it  that  paints  to  the  life  the 
character  of  the  noble  Sevillians  of  the 
sixteenth  century: — In  1540  some  troops 
were  sent  to  the  aid  of  Gibraltar,  and,  in 
leaving  the  city,  passed  through  this  gate. 
Don  Eodrigo  de  Saavedra  carried  the 
standard  of  the  city,  but  the  gate  was 
then  so  low  that  the  standard  could  not 
pass  beneath  it  without  being  lowered. 
Don  Rodrigo  climbed  over  the  gate,  draw- 
ing the  standard  after  him  with  cords, 
preferring  this  trouble  to  the  humiliation 
of  his  noble  charge. 

In  process  of  time,  Stein  reached  the 
charming  walk  called  "  Las  JDelicias"  The 
only  noise  that  disturbed  its  silence  was  the 
farewell  of  the  birds  to  the  setting  sun. 
The  river  was  so  still  that  it  might  have 
been  thought  frozen,  but  for  the  occasional 
ripple  caused  by  the  caress  of  a  bird's 
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wing,  or  by  the  rise  of  a  playful  little 
fish. 

On  the  opposite  bank  was  the  monastery 
of  the  Remedies,  crowned  by  cypresses 
whose  proud  heads  concealed  its  dilapidated 
walls.  The  shadows  of  twilight  were 
creeping  over  the  city,  while  the  beautiful, 
gilt  bronze  colossal  statue  of  Faith,  that 
stands  commandingly  on  the  top  of  the 
Griralda,  shone  with  the  last  rays  of  the  sun, 
radiant  as  the  glory  of  those  great  men  who 
placed  it  there. 

On  Stein's  right  rose  the  round  tower 
called  "  Oro,"  whose  name  was  derived, 
according  to  some,  from  its  being  the  place 
where  the  gold  which  came  from  America 
was  deposited.  Nevertheless,  this  deriva- 
tion is  improbable,  as  the  tower  bore  the 
same  name  before  the  discovery  of  the  New 
World.  It  is  more  likely  that  the  name 
arose  from  the  yellow  tiles  with  which  it 
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was  repaired :  some  of  which  still  remain. 
This  tower  is  very  ancient — older  even  than 
the  Christian  era — and  is  connected  with 
many  interesting  historical  events. 

Stein,  resting  his  head  on  his  hands, 
feasted  his  eyes  on  the  magnificent  prospect 
unfolded  before  him,  and  inhaled  with  de- 
light the  pure  and  balmy  atmosphere. 
From  time  to  time  a  loud,  prolonged  noise 
disturbed  his  thoughts  and  saddened  his 
heart.  It  came  from  the  Bull-ring. 

"  My  God  !  can  it  be  possible,"  he 
thought,  "  that  such  scenes  can  be  con- 
sidered any  pleasure.! " 


CHAPTER  III.] 

MARISALADA  devoted  her  whole  time  to 
practising,  and  perfecting  herself  in  the 
art  which  promised  her  a  brilliant  future,  a 
glorious  career,  a  position  flattering  to  her 
vanity,  and  likely  to  satisfy  her  love  of 
extravagance. 

Stein  was  never  weary  of  admiring  her 
perseverance  in  her  studies,  and  her  extra- 
ordinary progress. 

Nevertheless,  her  debut  in  society  was 
delayed  by  the  illness  of  the  countess's 
son. 

From  the  day  that  he  was  first  taken  ill, 
the  countess  had  forgotten  everything  else 
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— her  parties,  her  dresses,  her  amusements, 

Marisalada,  her  friends,  and,  sooner  than  all, 

the   handsome  young  colonel  of  whom  we 

have  spoken. 

Nothing:  existed    in    the  world  for   the 

C7 

mother  but  her  son,  at  whose  pillow  she 
had  passed  a  fortnight  without  eating  or 
sleeping,  in  tears  and  in  prayer.  The  child 
could  not  cut  his  teeth  properly,  and  his 
gums  were  so  swollen  and  inflamed  that 
his  life  was  in  danger. 

The  duke  advised  the  afflicted  mother  to 
consult  Stein,  who,  by  his  care  and  skill, 
was  enabled  to  save  the  boy's  life.  From 
that  moment  he  became  the  friend  of  the 
family.  The  countess  embraced  him  ;  the 
count  recompensed  him  with  princely  libe- 
rality ;  the  marchioness  called  him  a  saint ; 
the  general  confessed  that  it  was  possible  to 
meet  with  a  good  doctor  not  a  Spaniard ; 
Eita,  notwithstanding  her  asperity,  deigned 
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to  consult  him  for  her  headaches  ;  and  Rafael 
declared  that  he  had  a  good  mind  to  break 
his  skull  for  the  pleasure  of  having  it 

i 

mended  by  Frederick  the  Great. 

One  morning  the  countess  was  seated,  pale 
and  languid,  by  the  side  of  her  sleeping  son. 
Her  mother  occupied  a  low  stool,  keeping 
her  fan  in  constant  motion  to  counteract  the 
heat. 

Rita  had  established  herself  before  a  large 
embroidery- frame,  and  was  working  at  a 
splendid  altar-cover,  that  she  had  under- 
taken jointly  with  the  countess. 

Rafael  entered. 

"Good  day,  aunt;  good  day,  cousins. 
How  is  the  heir  of  the  Algares  to-day  ?  " 

"  As  well  as  one  could  wish,"  replied  the 
marchioness, 

"  Then,  my  dear  Gracia,"  continued  her 
cousin,  "  it  seems  to  me  to  be  time  now  that 
you  should  come  out  of  your  prison.  Your 
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absence  is  a  visible  eclipse  of  the  sun,  which 
overpowers  the  city  with  consternation. 
Your  friends'  sighs  are  so  deep  and  unani- 
mous that  I  wonder  the  leaves  of  the  trees 
in  Las  Delicias  are  not  all  blown  away  by 
them.  The  Baron  de  Maude,  in  asking  the 
cause  of  your  absence,  has  added  one 
more  question  to  his  already  large  collec- 
tion. He  is  scandalized  by  this  excess  of 
maternal  love,  and  says  that,  although 
French  ladies  would  be  permitted  to  make 
pretty  verses  on  the  subject,  yet  that  a 
young  mother  would  never  be  allowed  to 
injure  her  health,  wither  the  freshness  of 
her  complexion,  deprive  herself  of  rest  and 
food,  and,  in  short,  forget  her  own  individual 
well-being  at  her  child's  bedside." 

"Nonsense!"  exclaimed  the  marchioness, 
"you  cannot  persuade  me  that  there  is  a 
country  in  the  world  where  a  mother  would 
leave  her  sick  child,  for  a  single  moment." 
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"  The  major  is  still  worse,"  went  on  Rafael. 
"  When  he  heard  of  your  occupation,  Gracia, 
he  opened  his  eyes,  if  possible,  wider  than 
usual,  and  said  that  he  had  no  idea  the 
Spaniards  were  so  much  behind  the  world 
as  not  to  have  a  nursery  in  their  houses." 

"  And  what  may  a  nursery  mean  ?  "  in- 
quired the  marchioness. 

"  According  to  his  explanation,  it's  the 
Siberia  of  English  children.  Sir  John  offered 
to  bet  that  you  had  grown  so  light  and  deli- 
cate that  you  might  pass  for  a  daughter  of 
the  Zephyr,  with  more  reason  than  the 
Andalusian  mares,  who  enjoy  that  reputa- 
tion, but  who,  in  a  race,  would  be  easily  dis- 
tanced by  his  English  filly  Atalanta,  even 
if  they  put  a  quartern  of  oats  in  the  way 
to  tempt  her  to  stop.  The  only  one,  Gracia, 
who  has  profited  by  your  absence  is  Polo, 
who  has  written  a  volume  of  poems  on  the 
subject  of  *  Maternal  Devotion.' ' 

VOL.  II.  D 
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At  this  moment  Stein  entered  the  room. 

"  Ah ! "  cried  Rafael,  "  here  comes  the 
most  precious  of  precious  stones,* — a  stone 
as  melodious  as  Memnon.  Don  Federico," 
he  continued,  running  on  in  his  usual  manner, 
on  any  subject  which  came  into  his  head, 
"  you  are  a  physiological  observer,  and  must 
admire  how,  in  every  situation  in  life  in 
Spain,  there  reigns  evenness  of  temper,  be- 
nevolence, and  even  cheerfulness.  We  have 
here  no  German  scliwermuth,  no  English 
spleen,  and  no  French  ennui.  Do  you  know 
why  ?  Because  we  exact  so  little  from  life, 
and  do  not  sigh  after  double-distilled  hap- 
piness." 

"In  my  opinion,'!- said  the  marchioness, 
"  it  is  because  we  are  not  accustomed  to 
have  other  tastes  than  those  of  our  age." 

"It  is  because  every  one  does  as  he 
pleases,"  said  Rita. 

*  Stein  means  stone  in  German. 
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"  Or  because  our  beautiful  sky  fills  our 
souls  with  happiness,"  observed  the  coun- 
tess. 

"  It  is  all  this,"  said  Stein,  "  but  it  is  also 
national  character.  The  poor  Spaniard  who 
is  contented  with  a  morsel  of  bread,  an 
onion,  and  a  sunbeam,  is  of  the  same  nature 
as  the  noble,  who,  rich  or  poor,  is  also  satis- 
fied with  his  lot,  limiting  his  desires  and 
ideas  of  happiness  to  his  situation." 

"  You  say,  Don  Federico,"  said  the  mar- 
chioness, "  that  in  Spain  every  one  is  satis- 
fied with  his  lot.  Ah,  doctor !  I  grieve  to 
say  that  this  is  no  longer  so !  My  brother 
says  that  a  phrase  has  been  invented  in  the 
gibberish  of  the  day,  by  the  genius  of  evil 
and  of  pride,  which  has  done  more  harm  to 
the  human  race  than  all  the  despotism  in  the 

world." 

"  And  what  is  this  phrase,"  asked  Rafael, 

"  to  which  we  should  shut  our  ears  ?  " 

D2 
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"It  is,"  sighed  the  marchioness  "nolle 
ambition ! " 

"  Aunt,"  interrupted  Rita,  "  if  we  begin 
to  talk  politics,  and  you  treat  us  to  a  repe- 
tition of  my  uncle's  sentiments,  I  warn  you 
that  Don  Federico  will  have  an  attack  of 
schwermuth,  Eafael  of  spleen,  and  Gracia  and 
I  will  die  of  ennui" 

"  You  impudent  child  ! "  said  her  aunt. 

"To  avoid  such  a  misfortune,"  said 
Rafael,  "  suppose  we  compose  a  novel." 

"  Agreed,  agreed  !  "  cried  the  countess. 

"  What  an  extravagant  idea ! "  said  her 
mother.  "  But  if  you  are  bent  upon  it,  do 
not,  I  implore  you,  make  your  women  in- 
teresting by  their  crimes,  as  the  French 
writers  do.  Nothing  is  less  interesting  in 
the  eyes  of  a  sensible  person,  than  a  weak, 
silly  girl,  who  allows  herself  to  be  led 
astray,  or  a  frail  woman  who  forsakes  the 
path  of  duty.  And,  above  all,  do  not,  I 
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implore  you,  profane   the   sacred   texts  of 
Scripture,  as  so  many  novelists  do— 

"Casptta!"  said  Rafael,  "what  elo- 
quence !  My  aunt  is  inspired  !  She  must 
be  made  a  member  of  the  Cortes." 

"  Dispense,    also,"    continued    the   mar-  , 
chioness,  "  with  the  frightful  suicide,  which, 
until  lately,  was  not  known  in  this  country, 
and  is  not  one  of  our  characteristics." 

"  You  are  right,"  said  the  countess,  "  we 
mustn't  paint  the  Spaniards  like  foreigners, 
we  must  portray  them  as  they  really  are." 

"But  with  all  these  restrictions,  senora," 
said  Stein  to  the  marchioness,  "  what 
romantic  conclusion  could  a  novel  have 
which  is  founded,  as  generally  happens,  on 
an  unhappy  passion  ?  " 

"  Time,"  replied  the  marchioness,  "  time, 
which  ends  everything,  notwithstanding 
what  the  novelists  say,  who  dream  instead  of 
observing." 
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"Aunt,"  said  Rafael,  "all  you  are  saying 
is  as  insipid  as gaz-pacho"* 

"  Will  you  commit  suicide  if  I  marry 
Luis?"  asked  Rita. 

"  What,  I  turn  hangman !  and  of  my  own 
innocent  and  interesting  self!"  replied 
Rafael.  "I  become  Herod  to  myself!  No, 
beautiful,  ungrateful  one,  I  shall  live  to  see 
and  to  enjoy  your  repentance,  and  to  replace 
your  triumphant  Luis,  if  he  should  think  fit 
to  go  and  play  lmonte*  with  his  gossip 
Lucifer  in  his  kingdom  below  stairs." 

"  Let  us  write  a  novel  of  manners  and 
customs,"  proposed  the  countess. 

"That's  the  very  thing,"  said  Rafael; 
"  useful  and  agreeable.  Each  nation  should 
write  its  own.  Written  with  exactness,  and 
with  the  true  spirit  of  observation,  they 
would  much  assist  in  the  study  of  mankind, 
of  history,  of  practical  morality,  and  in 

*  A  soup  made  by  the  peasants  in  Spain. 
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knowledge  of  localities  and  times.  If  I 
were  queen  I  would  order  a  novel  of  cus- 
toms, with  full  references  and  analysis,  to 
be  written  in  every  province." 

"  It  would  certainly  be  a  new  kind  of 
geography,"  said  Stein,  smiling ;  "  but  how 
about  the  writers  ?  " 

**  They  would  not  be  wanting,  if  sought 
for,"  replied  Rafael ;  "  as_jnen  are  never 
wanting  for  any  enterprise,  when  you've 
tact  enough  to  find  them  out.  As  a  proof, 
here  am  I,  and  at  this  very  moment  you  are 
about  to  hear  a  novel  both  historical  and 
characteristic,  of  my  composition." 

"Then  it  will  be  very  witty,"  said  the 
marchioness.  "  Now,  Don  Federico,  you 
will  hear  something  equal  to  Bertoldo." 

"As  my  cousin  wishes  for  something 
good  and  simple,  my  aunt  for  a  moral  tale 
without  passion,  frailty,  crime,  or  Scripture 
texts,  and  my  cousin  Rita  for  something 
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festive,  I  shall  take  for  my  subject,  the 
honourable  and  moral  life  of  my  uncle  — 
General  Santa  Maria." 

"Will  nothing  serve  you,"  said  the 
marchioness,  "  except  making  fun  of  my 
brother  ?  I  don't  see  any  occasion  for  that, 


"  Certainly  not,"  replied  Eafael,  "  I 
respect  and  appreciate  my  uncle,  more  than 
any  one  else  in  the  world,  and  I  know  that 
his  military  virtues,  which  sometimes  over- 
step the  mark,  have  earned  for  him  the 
name  of  the  Don  Quixote  of  the  army. 
But  this  doesn't  prevent  his  having  a 
history,  for  as  Madame  de  Stael  has  said 
that  the  life  of  a  woman  is  always  a  novel, 
I  think  that  with  equal  justice  it  may  be 
said,,  that  the  life  of  a  man  is  always 
[a  history.  Hear  then,  oh!  incomparable 
doctor,  my  uncle's  history  in  compendium. 
Santiago  Leon  Santa  Maria  was  born  pre- 
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destined  to  the  noble  career  of  arms,  for 
he  saw  the  light  of  day,  or  more  strictly 
speaking,  the  shades  of  night,  at  the  very 
moment  that  the  tattoo  was  beating  past  the 
balconies  of  the  house,  so  that  he  made  his 
entrance  into  the  world,  to  the  sound  of  the 
drum." 

"That  is  true,"  said  the  marchioness, 
smiling. 

"I  never  tell  a  lie — when  I  speak  the 
truth,"  continued  Rafael,  gravely.  "  As  a 
sign  of  this  predestination,  he  was  born 
with  a  red  sword  marked  on  his  breast,  and 
this  mark  was  so  perfectly  drawn  by  the 
hand  of  nature,  that  all  the  old  gossips  in 
the  neighbourhood  hastened  to  salute  the 
general  in  partibus  of  his  most  Catholic 
Majesty's  armies." 

*'  No  such  thing,"  said  the  marchioness. 
"True  there  was  a  mark  on  his  breast,  but 
it  was  more  like  a  radish,  for  which  our 
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mother  had  a  longing,  than  anything 
else." 

"  Only  observe,  doctor,  how  my  aunt 
takes  all  the  romance  out  of  her  dear 
brother's  history.  Fancy,  a  radish  on  a 
hero's  breast  instead  of  a  military  order ! 
Vaya !  Aunt,  could  anything  be  more 
ridiculous  ?  " 

"  What  is  there  ridiculous  ? "  asked  the 
marchioness,  "  in  being  born  with  a  mark  on 
the  body?" 

"Go  on,  Rafael,"  said  Rita.  "I  knew 
none  of  these  particulars.  Don't  let  us 
have  so  many  parentheses." 

"  There  is  no  need  to  run,  dear  Rita. 
One  of  our  advantages  over  other  nations  is 
that  we  don't  live  at  full  gallop.  Leon 
Santa  Maria  had  scarcely  completed  his 
twelfth  year,  when  he  entered  as  cadet  in  a 
regiment,  and  from  that  moment  became  as 
upright  as  a  spindle,  as  serious  as  a  sermon, 
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and  as  grave  as  a  funeral.  His  time  was 
occupied  in  drilling,  and  fighting  like  a 
brave  lad  at  Roussillon,  till  he  reached  the 
age  when  the  heart  begins  to  sing  and  to 
sigh." 

"Rafael,  Rafael,"  said  his  aunt,  "take 
care  what  you  are  going  to  say." 

"  Don't  be  afraid,  aunt,  I  was  only  going 
to  speak  of  platonic  love." 

"  Of  what  kind  of  love  ?  Are  there  then 
many  classes  ?  " 

"  Platonic  love,"  replied  Rafael,  "  is  that 
which  is  contented  with  a  look,  a  sigh,  or  a 
letter." 

"  That  is  to  say  the  vanguard,"  returned 
the  marchioness ;  "  but  you  know  that  the 
main  body  will  follow,  therefore  turn  over 
this  page  in  your  chapter." 

"  Senora  Marquesa,"  replied  Rafael,  "  don't 
alarm  yourself;  my  history  will  be  such  that 
any  one  hearing  it,  would  represent  my  uncle 
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with  a  sword  in  one  hand  and  a  palm  in  the 
other.  His  first  love  was  for  a  pretty  girl 
of  Osuna,  where  he  was  quartered  with  his 
regiment.  When  it  was  least  expected, 
came  the  order  to  march.  My  uncle 
promised  to  return,  and  she  began  to  sing 
Marlb' rough  s'en  va-t'en  guerre,'  and  she 
would  be  singing  it  now  if  a  big  farmer  had 
not  offered  her  his  big  hand  and  his  big  farm. 
Nevertheless,  at  first  she  was  inconsolable. 
She  wept  like  autumn  clouds,  and  never 
ceased  exclaiming  day  and  night  *  Santa 
Maria  !  Santa  Maria ! ' — so  much  so  that  a 
maid-servant  who  slept  in  the  next  room, 
thinking  that  her  mistress  was  repeating  the 
litanies,  invariably  replied  devoutly, — 'Om 
pro  nobis.' 

"My  uncle,"  proceeded  .Rafael,  "was 
ordered  to  America,  whence  he  returned  to 
take  part  in  the  war  of  Independence,  and 
so  had  no  time  to  think  of  love.  The  result 
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was,  that  having  nothing  to  do  with  any 
beauties  but  such  as  marched  to  the  beat  of 
the  drum,  he  grew  so  sour  in  temper  that  he 
got  the  name  of  General  Verjuice." 

"How    disrespectful  you  are,"   said  his 
aunt. 

"  Not  at  all.  I  only  repeat  what  others 
have  told  me.  Slowly  and  softly  his  sixty 
years  crept  upon  him,  bringing  with  them 
their  usual  followers — rheumatism  and  colds, 
which  threatened  to  become  chronic.  My 
aunt  and  all  his  friends  advised  him  to  retire 
and  marry,  in  order  to  live  quietly.  Could 
you  imagine  such  a  remedy,  doctor! — to 
many  in  order  to  live  quietly !  You  see 
that  my  aunt  is  inclined  to  Homoeopathy." 

"  That  new  system,"  asked  the  marchion- 
ess, "  that  prescribes  stimulants  to  cool  the 
blood  ?  Don't  believe  it,  doctor,  and  pray 
don't  try  such  remedies  on  the  boy." 

"  Well,  then,  as  I  was  saying,"  continued 
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Eafael,  "there  was  a  spinster  of  a  certain 
age  at  Seville,  who  had  not  chosen  to  marry 
according  to  her  father's  taste,  and  whose 
father  had  not  allowed  her  to  marry  accord- 
ing to  her  own.  Her  father  gave  himself  all 
manner  of  airs  in  consequence  of  his 
daughter  being  called  Dona  Pancracia 
Cabeza  de  Yaca.*  Well,  this  noble  part  of 
the  animal — 

The  marchioness  interrupted  him, — 
"  Laugh  as  much  as  you  like,  as  you  laugh 
at  everything ;  it's  a  privilege  nature  has 
given  you,  as  much  as  to  the  sun  to  shine. 
But  you  must  know,  Don  Federico,  that 
this  name  which  is  so  ridiculous  in  the 
eyes  of  my  nephew,  is  one  of  the  most 
ancient  and  illustrious  in  Spain.  It  owes 
its  origin  to  the  battle  of  the  Navas  de 
Tolosa." 

"  Which,"  added  Rafael,  "  was  fought  in 

*  Cow's  head. 

Li 
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the  year  1212,  and  was  won  by  king  Don 
Alphonso  IX.,  surnamed  the  Noble, — father 
of  Blanche,  queen  of  France,  and  mother  to 
St.  Louis.  This  battle  delivered  Castile 
from  the  yoke  of  the  Saracens." 

"  Just  so,"  replied  the  marchioness.  "  I 
have  heard  my  sister-in-law  say  all  that. 
The  Miramolin,  according  to  her  story,  had 
retired  to  a  height  where  he  shut  up  himself 
and  his  treasures  in  a  sort  of  enclosure, 
made  of  iron  chains.  A  river  separated  this 
height  from  the  Christian  army.  The  king 
was  in  despair,  for  he  was  unable  to  cross 
it.  Just  then,  an  old  shepherd  presented 
himself  with  his  long  gown  and  hood,  and 
told  him  of  a  place  where  he  could  ford 
the  river  without  difficulty.  '  Follow  the 
bank,'  said  he,  '  down  the  stream ;  and 
when  you  see  the  head  of  a  cow  that 
the  wolves  have  devoured,  there  is  the 
ford.'  In  consequence  of  this  information,  the 
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memorable  victory  was  won.  The  grateful 
king  ennobled  the  shepherd  who  had 
rendered  him  such  a  signal  service,  and  gave 
to  him  and  his  descendants  the  name  of 
Cabeza  de  Vaca.  My  sister-in-law  says 
that  a  statue  of  the  patriotic  shepherd, 
and  the  chains  of  the  Miramolin's  camp, 
are  still  preserved  in  the  cathedral  of 
Toledo." 

"Nobility  of  only  six  hundred  years  is  a 
mere  fleabite,  compared  with  ours,"  said 
Rafael ;  "  for  you  must  know,  doctor,  that  the 
name  of  Santa  Maria  eclipses  all  the  Cabezas 
de  Yaca  in  the  world,  even  if  their  genealo- 
gical tree  sprang  from  the  horns  of  the  cow 
that  Noah  took  into  the  ark.  For  I  must  tell 
you  that  we  are  relations  of  the  Holy  Virgin, 
nothing  less ;  as  a  proof  of  it,  one  of  our 
ancestresses,  when  she  prayed  and  told  her 
beads,  with  her  servants,  according  to  the 
good  Spanish  custom — " 
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"  A  custom  which  is  fast  disappearing," 
interrupted  the  marchioness,  sighing. 

"  She  said,"  continued  Rafael,  "  '  Ave 
Maria,  my  lady  and  cousin;'  "  and  the  ser- 
vants replied,  "  *  Santa  Maria !  her  Excel- 
lency's lady  and  cousin ! ' 3 

"You  shouldn't  say  these  things  before 
foreigners,  Rafael,"  said  the  countess ; 
"  they  are  sufficiently  prejudiced  against 
us  to  believe  them,  or,  without  believing,  to 
repeat  them.  What  you  have  just  related 
is  known  to  all  the  world  here,  and  is 
a  silly  joke,  [invented  to  ridicule  the  ex- 
aggerated pretensions  of  our  family  to 
antiquity." 

"  Apropos  of  what  foreigners  say,  cousin. 
You  must  know  that  Lord  Londonderry  has 
written  his  '  Travels  in  Spain/  and  states  in 
his  book  that  there  is  only  one  beautiful 
woman  in  Seville,  and  that  is  the  Mar- 
chioness of  A .  Odd  that  he  should 

VOL.  n.  E 
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conceal  her  name  in  tMs  most  extraordinary 
way." 

"  He  is  right,"  said  the  countess ;  "  Adele 
is  very  pretty." 

"  She  is  pretty,"  replied  Rafael;  "  but  to 
say  that  she  is  the  only  one  seems  to  me 
utter  nonsense.  The  major  is  furious,  and 
means  to  indite  him  for  slander." 

"  Pray  assure  the  major,"  said  Rita,  with 
a  graceful  gesture  of  disdain,  "  in  the  name 
of  all  the  ladies  of  Seville,  that  it  is  a  matter 
of  perfect  indifference  to  us,  whether  he  con- 
siders us  ugly  or  pretty.  But  go  on  with 
your  history,  Eafael ;  you  were  speaking  of 
our  uncle's  marriage. 

"Before  Rafael  begins  again,"  put  in 
the  marchioness,  "I  must  tell  you,  Don 
Federico,  that  the  nobility  of  our  family 
was  already  recognized  in  the  year  737. 
One  of  our  ancestors  slew  the  bear  that 
had  killed  the  Gothic  king  Favila,  and 
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for    this  reason  we    have  a  bear  in  our 
coat-of-arms." 

Rafael  burst  into  such  a  peal  of  laugh- 
ter, that  it  cut  the  thread  of  his  aunt's 
narrative. 

"  Bravo ! "  he  cried,  "  here  we  have  part 
the  second  of  My  Lady  and  Cousin.  My 
aunt  has  a  collection  of  genealogical  facts, 
one  as  true  as  the  other.  She  knows  by 
heart  a  history  of  the  Dukes  of  Alba ; 
which  is  worth  all  the  riches  of  Peru." 

"  You  would  do  me  a  great  favour," 
said  Stein,  to  the  marchioness,  "  if  you 
would  be  so  good  as  to  relate  it  to  me/' 

"  With  much  pleasure,"  replied  the  mar- 
chioness ;  "  and  I  hope  you  will  put  more 
faith  in  my  words  than  does  this  boy,  who 
thinks  he  knows  a  great  deal  more  than 
those  who  were  born  before  him.  You 
know  that  nothing  ennobles  a  man  so  much 
as  deeds  of  bravery." 

E  2 
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"In  that  case,"  said  Eita,  "Jose  Maria, 
the  bandit,  should  be  a  noble  ;  nay,  some- 
thing more,  a  grandee  of  Spain  of  the 
first  class — " 

"How  fond  my  nephews  and  nieces  are 
of  arguing ! "  exclaimed  the  marchioness, 
somewhat  impatiently.  "  Well,  then !  yes, 
senorita,  Jose  Maria  might  be  a  noble,  if  he 
were  not  a  thief." 

"  As  we're  talking  of  Jose  Maria/'  said 
Eafael,  "I  must  tell  Don  Federico  a 
story  of  his  courage.  I  have  it  on  the 
best  authority." 

"We  don't  want  to  hear  the  exploits 
of  heroes  of  the  blunderbuss,"  said  the 
marchioness.  "  Eafael,  you  always  talk  at 
cross  purposes — " 

"But  do  listen  to  my  story  about  Jose' 
Maria,"  pleaded  Eafael.  "  A  hero  thief, 
gentlemanly,  elegant,  polite,  and  well-bred, 
«i,  a  fruit  which  grows  nowhere  but  In 
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our  soil.  You  foreigners  may  have  plenty 
of  Dukes  of  Alba,  but  I'm  sure  you  don't 
possess  a  Jose  Maria." 

"  What  are  you  saying  ?  "  said  the  mar- 
chioness, "  that  foreigners  could  have  plenty 
of  Dukes  of  Alba  ?  Oh,  yes !  of  course  ! 
very  easily,  no  doubt.  Listen,  Don  Fede- 
rico :  when  the  holy  king  Don  Fernando 
lay  before  the  walls  of  Seville,  seeing  that 
the  siege  was  likely  to  last  a  long  time, 
he  proposed  to  the  Moorish  king — " 

"  Whose  name,  by  the  way,  was  Axataf," 
broke  in  Rafael. 

"His  name  is  of  no  importance,"  con- 
tinued the  marchioness ;  "  he  proposed  then, 
as  I  was  saying,  that  they  should  settle  the 
fate  of  the  besieged  city  in  single  combat, 
hand  to  hand,  between  the  two  monarchs. 
The  Moor  was  ashamed  to  refuse  the  chal- 
lenge. King  Fernando  concealed  his  design 
from  every  one,  and  at  the  hour  agreed  upon 
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went  out  alone,  and  at  night,  from  his  royal 
tent,  and  walked  to  the  appointed  place  of 
meeting.  A  soldier  of  his  guard,  who  saw 
him  go,  suspecting  his  intention,  and  fear- 
ing lest  the  king  might  fall  into  some  am- 
buscade, armed  himself  and  followed  him 
at  a  distance.  When  the  king  reached  the 
spot,  which  is  still  called  the  Fuente  del 
Rey,*  and  which  was  then  quite  a  wilder- 
ness, he  remained  there,  expecting  the 
Moor  to  come.  But,  although  he  expected 
him,  there  was  nothing  further  from  the 
other's  thoughts  than  to  keep  his  engage- 
ment. So  the  night  passed ;  and  when  day 
began  to  dawn,  the  king,  convinced  that 
his  enemy  did  not  intend  to  meet  him,  was 
about  to  return  to  the  camp,  when  he  heard 
a  rustling  among  the  underwood,  and  calling 
out,  ordered  whoever  was  there  to  come  for- 
ward. It  was  the  soldier ;  and  he  obeyed. 

*  King's  Fountain. 
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"  What  are  you  doing  here  ?  "  asked  the 
king. 

"  Sire,"  answered  the  soldier,  "  I  saw  your 
Majesty  leave  the  camp  alone,  guessed 
your  intention,  and,  fearing  some  snare, 
came  to  defend  your  person." 

"  Alone  ?  "  asked  .the  king. 

"  Sire,"  replied  the  soldier,  "  are  not  your 
Majesty  and  I  enough  for  two  hundred 
Moors  ?  " 

"  You  left  the  camp  a  soldier,"  said  the 
king ;  "  you  return  to  it  Duke  of  Alba."* 

"You  perceive,  Don  Federico,"  said 
Rafael,  "  that  this  popular  legend  arranges 
duels  at  midnight,  and  creates  dukes  off 
hand." 

"  Be  quiet,  Rafael,  for  goodness'  sake," 
said  the  countess,  "  and  leave  us  in  our 
belief.  I  like  the  idea  of  this  derivation  of 
title." 

*  Alba  means  daum. 
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"  Yes,"  replied  Rafael,  "but  the  Duke  of 
Alba  will  not  thank  your  mother  for  the 
illustrious  descent  she  has  been  pleased  to 
give  him.  Now  you  shall  see  what  the  true 
story  is." 

So  saying,  Rafael  ran  off,  and  speedily 
returned  with  a  folio  volume,  bound  in 
vellum,  that  he  had  taken  from  the  count's 
library. 

"  I  have  here,"  said  he,  "  the  creation, 
privileges,  and  antiquity  of  the  titled 
nobility  of  Castile,  by  Don  Jose  Berni  y 
Catala,  Advocate  of  the  Royal  Council- 
page  140.  'Count  of  Alba,  now  called 
Duke.  The  first  was  Don  Fernando  Alvarez 
de  Toledo,  created  Count  of  Alba  by  Juan 
II.,  1438.  Don  Enrique  IY.  made  him 
duke  in  1469.  This  illustrious  and  high- 
born family  is  of  the  blood  royal,  and  has 
held  the  first  offices  in  Spain,  both  in  war 
and  politics.  The  duke  commanded  the 
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whole  army  in  the  conquest  of  Flanders, 
and  in  that  of  Portugal,  when  he  performed 
wonders,  The  greatness  and  the  splendid 
actions  of  this  illustrious  family  would  alone 

fill    volumes.'      So  you    see,    aunt,    that 

i 

the  story  you  have  told  us,  however 
interesting  and  generally  believed,  is 
apocryphal." 

"  1  don't  know  the  meaning  of  that  Greek 
or  French  word,"  replied  the  marchioness ; 
"  but  to  return  to  the  Santa  Marias :  that 
name  was  given  them  because — " 

"  Aunt !  aunt ! "  cried  Rita,  "  pray  spare 
us  the  recital  of  our  pedigree.  Haven't  we 
had  enough  between  the  Cabezas  de  Yaca 
and  the  Albas  ?  When  you  are  thinking  of 
marrying  again  you  can  delight  the  ears  of 
your  favoured  one,  with  these  genealogical  tit- 
bits. Valgame  Dios !  how  tedious  you  people 
are  with  your  nobility !  Do  me  the  favour, 
Rafael,  to  go  on  with  our  uncle's  history." 


~Z-         f  !.-.-'-    .    11. 


abnns  g^vui  to  the 
of 


ril'  .'l_'.l     'i-     '; 


•    • 
TV  .1     lit-     .<  '-'-"-" 


J.-,    "^ 


l^f     -Of      LU..'riii"> 


Li.t 


_    TVrii     _    T  -•:•-     '.L"  7    i:':'T     IlLi  a:.'? 
T     _.   .  illlt.l     :Vl  .  I  ?;•     VUi  ". 

m 


-  •    ' 


60  THE    SEA-GULL. 

"  It's  worse  than  laughing  at  people," 
continued  the  general,  his  voice  trembling 
with  rage  ;  "  it's  an  insult." 

"  Uncle,"  said  the  countess,  in  her  softest 
voice,  "as  there  was  no  bad  intention,  only 
fun,  giddiness,  and  love  of  laughter— 

"  Love  of  laughter ! "  interrupted  the 
general ;  "  laugh  at  me  !  laugh  at  my  wife ! 
By  my  life,  I  won't  put  up  with  any  such 
thing !  I'm  going  this  very  moment  to  com- 
plain to  the  police." 

"  To  the  police !  Are  you  in  your  right 
senses,  brother  ? "  exclaimed  the  mar- 
chioness. 

"I  vow  to  St.  John  the  Silent,"  said 
Eafael  to  Rita,  "  that  if  I  get  well  out  of 
this  business,  I'll  imitate  him  for  a  year 
and  a  day." 

"My  dear  Leon,"  continued  the  mar- 
chioness, "  do  not,  I  implore  you,  attach  so 
much  importance  to  a  piece  of  childishness. 
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Calm  yourself.  I  know  that  he  loves  and 
respects  you.  You  wouldn't  wish  to  create 
a  scandal  ?  Family  grievances  shouldn't  be 
made  public.  Come  now,  Leon,  let  it  rest 
among  ourselves." 

"What  do  you  mean  by  family  griev- 
ances ? "  replied  the  general,  turning  to  his 
sister ;  "  what  has  the  family  to  do  with  the 
unheard-of  insolence  of  this  huge,  lawless 
Englishman,  who  comes  here  to  insult  the 
people  of  the  country  ?  " 

At  these  words,  the  sister  and  the  nephew 
and  nieces  of  the  general  breathed  freely 
as  if  a  stone  had  been  taken  off  their  hearts. 
Their  fears  lest  our  chronicler  had  been  over- 
heard by  the  inflexible  veteran  were  un- 
founded; and  Rafael  asked,  in  the  gravest 
tone  he  could  command,  what  the  great  am- 
phibious creature  had  done  ? 

"  What  has  he  done  ?  "  replied  the  gene- 
ral ;  "I  will  tell  you  ;  you  know  that  for  my 
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misfortune   this    man    lives    opposite    my 
house.    Well,  at  one  o'clock  in  the  morn- 
ing, when  everybody's  sound  asleep,  this 
mister  opens  his  window  and  sets  to  work- 
to  blow  the  horn  !  " 

"I  know  that  he  is  passionately  fond  of 
that  instrument,"  said  Rafael. 

"To  make  matters  worse,  he  plays  exe- 
crably, and  the  blast  from  his  immense  chest 
draws  sounds  from  the  instrument  loud 
enough  to  waken  all  the  dead  within  twenty 
leagues,  and  to  set  all  the  dogs  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood howling.  You  can  imagine  what 
pleasant  nights  we  pass." 

All  the  efforts  made  by  his  hearers  to  re- 
strain their  laughter  were  ineffectual.  The 
explosion  was  simultaneous,  and  so  loud,  that 
the  general  stopped  short  and  looked  at  them 
indignantly. 

"  Nothing  was  wanting,  nephew  and  nieces. 
Nothing  was  wanting,  but  that  such  bare- 
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faced  insolence  and  disrespect  should  appear 
to  you  to  be  a  fit  subject  for  laughter.  Laugh 
away  !  laugh  away !  We  shall  see,  Rafael, 
whether  your  protege  will  also  laugh." 

With  this  he  left  the  room,  as  furious  as 
when  he  entered,  and  went  in  the  direction 
of  the  police-court. 

Kita  burst  afresh  into  a  violent  fit  of 
laughter. 

"  Valgame  Diosl  Rita!"  said  the  mar- 
chioness, who  was  out  of  humour.  "  It  would 
be  more  becoming  in  you  to  be  indignant  at 
such  conduct,  than  to  laugh  at  it." 

"  Aunt,"  replied  the  young  girl,  "  I  know 
that  perfectly  well ;  but,  even  if  I  had  been 
in  my  coffin,  I  couldn't  have  helped  laughing. 
I  promise  you,  that,  to  avenge  my  uncle,  next 
time  Major  Bluebottle  comes  to  talk  nonsense 
to  me,  I'll  not  only  turn  my  back  on  him, 
but  I'll  say  to  him,  'Save  your  breath  to 
blow  your  trumpet.' '; 
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"You  would  do  better,"  said  Rafael,  "to 
imitate  foreign  young  ladies,  who  blush  when 
they  say  *  Good  morning,'  and  turn  pale  when 
they  say  '  Good  night.' ' 

"That  might  be  better,"  retorted  Eita, 
"  but  I  prefer  doing  worse." 

"  For  all  this,"  said  Stein,  with  his  Ger- 
man perseverance,  "  you  promised  me,  Senor 
de  Arias,  an  anecdote  about  Jose  Maria." 

"  That  must  be  for  another  day,"  replied 
Rafael.  "Here's  my  commander-in-chief," 
he  added,  pulling  out  his  watch.  "It's  a 
quarter  to  three,  and  I'm  asked  to  dine  with 
the  Capitan-general  at  three  o'clock.  If  I 
were  you,  doctor,  I  would  go  and  offer  my 
professional  assistance  to  my  aunt  Cabeza  de 
Vaca,  who  is,  no  doubt,  suffering  from  the 
effects  of  the  major's  trumpet." 


.  CHAPTER  IV. 

WHEX  her  child  was  completely  restored 
to  health,  the  countess  was  induced  to  fix  an 
evening  on  which  to  receive  Maria.  It  had 
arrived,  and  some  of  the  guests  had  already 
assembled,  when  Bafael  Arias  entered  the 
court  hastily.  "  Cousin,"  he  said,  "  I  am 
come  to  beg  a  favour  ;  if  you  refuse  me,  I 
shall  go  straight,  and  throw  myself  head 
foremost — into  bed,  under  pretence  of  a 
frightful  headache." 

"  Goodness ! "  exclaimed  the  countess, 
"  what  can  I  do  to  prevent  such  a  dreadful 
misfortune  ? " 

"  You  will  know  directly.    I  received  a 
VOL.  n.  F 
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letter  yesterday  from  one  of  my  embassy 
friends,  the  Vicomte  de  St.  Leger." 

"  Leave  out  the  Saint,  and  the  Vicomte, 
and  say  Leger,  simply,"  said  the  general. 

"  Well,  then,  my  friend,  who,  according  to 
my  uncle,  is  neither  Vicomte  nor  Saint,  re- 
commends to  my  notice  an  Italian  prince." 

"A  prince  !"  repeated  the  general,  scorn- 
fully. "  Why  not  call  things  by  their  proper 
names  ?  He  is  most  likely  a  carbonaro,  or  a 
propagandista,  a  very  plague-spot.  And  where 
does  this  prince  come  from  ?  " 

" I  don't  know,"  replied  Eafaei:  "All  I 
know  is,  that  the  letter  says  as  follows :  *  You 
will  oblige  me  infinitely  by  introducing  my 
friend  to  the  most  beautiful  and  amiable 
ladies,  to  the  most  select  parties,  and  to  the 
most  notable  antiquities  of  charming  Seville, 
the  garden  of  the  Hesperides.' ' 

"  Garden  of  the  Alcazar,  he  meant  to  say," 
observed  the  marchioness. 
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"  Probably."  Continued  Rafael, "  When  I 
found  myself  burdened  with  this  task,  without 
knowing  which  saint  to  invoke,  the  bright 
idea  occurred  to  me,  of  running  to  my  cousin 
and  begging  her  permission  to  bring  the 
prince  to  her  party ;  for  in  that  way  he  will 
be  able  to  meet  the  most  beautiful  and 
amiable  ladies,  the  most  select  society,  and," 
he  added  in  a  low  tone  of  voice,  making  a 
sign  with  his  finger  towards  the  card-table, 
"the  most  notable  antiquities  of  Seville." 

"  My  mother  is  one  of  them  remember !  " 
murmured  the  countess,  laughing  in  spite  of 
herself.  "  You  are  too  impertinent."  Then, 
in  a  louder  voice,  she  said,  "  I  shall  be  very 
happy  to  receive  the  prince." 

"  Well !  very  well ! "  exclaimed  the  general, 
shuffling  the  cards  violently.  u  Flatter  these 
foreigners,  open  the  door  wide  to  them,  take 
them  by  the  hand,  they  will  amuse  them- 
selves at  your  expense,  and  then  laugh  at  you. 

F2 
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"  Believe  me,  uncle,"  replied  Rafael,  "  we 
have  our  revenge  in  laughing  at  them  in 
return.  Indeed  they  lend  themselves  admir- 
ably to  it.  Some  come  for  the  sole  purpose 
of  seeking  adventures,  fully  persuaded  that 
Spain  is  the  country  of  all  others,  for  such 
things.  Last  year  I  had  the  charge  of  one  who 
had  this  monomania.  He  was  an  Irishman, 
related  to  Lord  W." 

"  Yes !  as  much  as  I  am  to  the  Grand 
Turk ! "  growled  the  general. 

"  The  spirit  of  the  hero  of  La  Mancha," 
continued  Rafael,  "  had  taken  possession  of 
my  Irishman,  whom  I  shall  call  Green  Erin, 
having  forgotten  his  real  name.  A  peculiar 
affection  for  thieves  and  robbers  had  brought 
him  to  Spain,  where  he  hoped  to  find  them  in 
full  force.  A  longing  to  be  robbed  was  his 
one  idea,  his  sole  object  in  travelling.  He 
would  have  given  ten  thousand  sacks  of 
potatoes  to  have  seen  the  famous  bandit 
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Jose  Maria  in  his  handsome  Andalusian 
dress,  and  buttons  of  doubloons.  He  brought 
out,  as  a  present  for  him,  a  dagger  with  a 
gold  hilt,  and  a  pair  of  Man  ton's  pistols." 

"  TVhat !  arm  our  enemies !  "  exclaimed 
the  general.  "  So  that  was  his  desire.  They 
are  all  the  same ! " 

"Wishing  to  go  to  Madrid,"  continued 
Rafael,  "  and  finding  that  the  diligence  had 
the  bad  taste  to  take  an  escort,  he  decided  to 
travel  in  the  mail-cart.  All  my  attempts  to 
dissuade  him  were  useless.  He  started,  and 
at  some  distance  from  Cordova,  fell  among 
thieves, — not  gentlemanly  thieves,  not  fashion- 
able thieves  like  Jose  Maria,  who  mounted 
on  his  gallant  sorrel,  shines  like  a  nugget  of 
gold.  They  were  petty  filchers  of  whatever 
they  could  get — common,  vulgar  footpads. 
You  know  what  it  is  to  be  vulgar  in  England. 
There  is  nothing  which  fills  an  Englishman 
with  so  much  horror  as  vulgarity.  Vulgar  I 
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At  this  word  Albion  wraps  itself  up  in  its 
thickest  fog,  the  dandys  have  an  attack  of  the 
blackest  spleen,  the  ladys,  of  blue-devils, 
the  Miss,  of  spasms,  and  the  dressmakers  com- 
plain of  their  nerves.  It  is  not  extraordinary 
that  Erin  thought  he  should  be  disgraced,  if 
he  allowed  himself  to  be  robbed  by  vulgar 
thieves,  and  accordingly  he  defended  himself 
like  a  lion.  He  was  not,  however,  defending 
his  treasure,  as  he  had  left  it  in  my  care  until 
his  return ;  and  the  things  he  most  valued  in 
it,  were,  a  branch  of  the  willow  that  shades 
the  tomb  of  Napoleon,  a  ballet  girl's  satin  shoe 
no  bigger  than  a  walnut,  and  a  collection  of 
caricatures  of  his  uncle  Lord  W." 

"That  paints  the  man,"  said  the  gene- 
ral. 

"  But  I  mustn't  chatter  any  longer,"  said 
Eafael.  "  Adios,  cousin.  We  meet  to  part 
again." 

"  What,  you  are  going  to  leave  poor  Erin 
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in  the  hands  of  the  robbers  ?     You  must 
finish  your  story,"  said  the  countess. 

"  Well,  then,"  continued  Eafael,  "  to 
make  a  long  story  short,  the  thieves,  ex- 
asperated, illtreated  him,  and  left  him 
senseless,  tied  to  a  tree,  where  a  poor  old 
woman  found  him,  and  had  him  carried  to 
her  hut,  where  she  nursed  him  like  a  mother 
during  the  illness  which  was  the  result  of 
his  adventure.  I  was  a  long  time  without 
hearing  any  news  of  him ;  and,  as  the  vulgar 
saying  is,  that  hope  was  green  and  a  donkey 
eat  it,  I  was  beginning  to  fear  that  the  same 
misfortune  might  have  befallen  my  green 
Erin,  when  he  wrote  to  tell  me  what  had 
occurred.  He  charged  me  to  give  10,000 
reals  to  the  woman  who  had  saved  and 
nursed  him,  without  knowing  who  or  what 
he  was,  for  the  clothes  he  had  on  when  she 
found  him,  were  precisely  the  same  as  those 
in  which  he  came  into  the  world.  You  see 
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the  reward  was  handsome,  and,  to  be  just, 
it's  impossible  to  deny  that  the  English  are 
generous.  But  here  comes  Polo,  with  an 
elegy  in  his  eyes.  The  prince  is  waiting  for 
me.  I  must  be  off  at  a  run,  even  though  I 
should  tumble." 

With  this  he  disappeared. 

"Dios!"  said  the  marchioness;  "Eafael 
quite  upsets  me ;  he  seems  to  me  made 
of  lizard's  tails.  He  moves  about  so,  and 
gesticulates  so,  and  chatters  so  unceasingly 
and  fast,  that  I  lose  one-half  of  what  he  says." 

"  You  don't  lose  much,"  said  the  general. 

"  For  my  part,"  said  the  countess,  "  I 
should  like  Rafael  for  the  great  amusement 
he  affords  me,  even  if  I  did  not,  without  that, 
love  him  for  his  great  worth." 

"Here,  dear  Gratia,"  said  Eloisa,  enter- 
ing, and  embracing  the  countess,  "are  the 
*  Travels  of  Alexander  Dumas  in  the  South 
of  France.' " 
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The  countess  took  the  books.  Polo  and 
Eloisa  began  a  discussion  on  the  works  of 
the  writer, — a  dissertation,  the  perusal  of 
which  we  will  spare  our  readers,  who  will  be 
grateful  to  us  for  so  doing. 

"Poor  Dumas! "  said  the  countess  to  the 
colonel. 

"  Poor !  "  repeated  the  colonel.  **  Do  you 
call  him  poor  who  is  rich,  and  a  great  man, 
and  whom  every  one  feasts,  courts,  and  ap- 
plauds ?  Or  is  it  because  they  sometimes 
criticize  him  ?  " 

"  Because  they  criticize  him  ?  "  replied 
the  countess ;  "  certainly  not.  I  myself 
take  the  liberty  of  doing  so  sometimes. 
Every  one  who  goes  before  the  public  gives 
it  a  right  to  criticize.  I  don't  call  him  poor 
on  this  account,  but  when  I  hear  him  praised 
for  certain  things." 

"And  why,  countess?  Praise  is  always 
agreeable." 
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"I  can  only  explain  what  I  mean  by  a 
simile,  because  I  am  not  as  eloquent  as 
Eloisa.  Some  time  ago,  a  relative  of  ours 
from  Jerez  came  to  see  us, — a  very  devout 
woman,  whose  husband  is  a  great  lover  of  the 
arts.  The  first  thing  we  showed  them  was,  of 
course,  our  beautiful  cathedral.  On  our  way 
we  were  joined  by  another  Jerezan,  a  very 
common  sort  of  man,  but  immensely  rich. 
He  stuck  fast  to  us ;  we  couldn't  shake  him 
off,  and  so  were  obliged  to  submit  to  his 
being  of  our  party.  As  soon  as  we  entered 
the  unrivalled  edifice,  my  cousin  raised  her 
eyes  to  heaven,  crossed  her  hands,  hurried 
across  the  nave,  and,  bathed  in  tears,  cast 
herself  on  her  knees  before  the  high  altar. 
Her  husband  stood  still,  entranced  with 
delight^unable  to  advance  a  step.  But  the 
man  of  money  exclaimed,  '  What  a  fine 
property !  What  a  fine  warehouse  it  would 
make ! '  Do  you  understand  my  feeling  ? " 
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"  Without  doubt/'  replied  the  colonel, 
laughing.  "  Ignorant  praise  is  worse  than 
criticism,  as  says  the  fable  of  Iriarte, 

'  If  the  wise  do  not  approve — bad ! 
If  the  ignorant  applaud — worse ! ' 

But  the  anecdote  has  its  good  dose  of  salt 
and  pepper." 

"  I  think  so,"  said  the  countess.  "  I 
always  think  of  it  when  I  hear  Dumas's 
works  discussed.  So  many  rapid  exclama- 
tions !  and  not  a  word  of  praise  of  that  tale 
of  the  Magdalen  and  Lazarus,  of  which  one 
can't  read  a  line  without  shedding  tears." 

"  Countess,"  said  the  colonel,  "  if  ever 
Dumas  should  come  to  Spain,  I  shall  make 
a  point  of  leading  him  to  your  feet,  that  he 
may  thank  you  for  the  manner  in  which  you 
judge  his  works.  Would  not  you  like  to 
know  him  ?  " 

"Generally  speaking,  acquaintance  with 
great  writers  is  not  altogether  desirable." 
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"  And  why,  countess  ? " 

"  Because  commonly,  it  lessens  your 
esteem  for  the  author.  A  friend  of  mine,  a 
very  clever  man,  says,  that  great  men  are 
the  reverse  of  statues,  for  the  latter  appear 
larger,  and  the  former  smaller,  the  nearer 
you  approach  them.  As  for  me,  if  ever  I 
should  turn  authoress  (which  might  happen 
since  we  all  have  a  touch  of  the  poet  and  a 
touch  of  the  fool  in  us),  at  least  I  should 
have  the  advantage  of  being  heard  without 
being  seen, — thanks  to  my  smallness,  to  the 
limited  brilliancy  of  my  pen,  and  to  dis- 
tance." 

"  Do  you  think,  then,  that  the  author 
must  be  one  of  the  heroes  of  his  fictions  ?  " 

"  No,  but  I  should  fear  to  see  him  belie  the- 

ideas  and  feelings  that  he  expresses,  for  then 

he  charm  would  be  dissolved,  because  when 

reading  what  would  have  enchanted  me,  I 

should  never  get  rid  of  the  feeling  that  the 
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man  had  written  it  with  his  head,  and  not 
with  his  heart." 

"  How  well  the  French  write ! "  said 
Eloisa,  meanwhile,  resuming  the  aforemen- 
tioned literary  discussion. 

"  What  is  there  that  these  sons  of  liberty 
do  not  do  well  ?  "  replied  Polo. 

"  But,  senorita,"  said  the  general,  "  why 
don't  you  read  Spanish  books  ?  " 

"  Because  everything  Spanish  bears  the ' 
stamp  of  gross  stupidity,"  replied  Eloisa ; 
"we  are  deplorably  behindhand  in  all  our 
doings  and  conceptions." 

"  What  could  a  cultivated  author  write 
about,  in  this  detestable  country  ? "  added 
Polo,  somewhat  piqued ;  "we  have  no 
position  of  our  own  and  can  only  copy 
others.  How  can  we  depict  our  country 
and  manners,  if  there  is  nothing  that  is 
either  eloquent  or  characteristic  or  good 
about  them  ? " 
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"Unless,"  said  Eloisa,  with  an  affected 
smile,  "you  celebrate  the  orange-blossoms 
and  oranges  with  the  Germans,  the  bolero 
with  the  French,  and  the  Jerez  wine  with 
the  English." 

"  Ah !  Eloisita,"  exclaimed  Polo,  enthusi- 
astically, "  what  you  say  is  so  spirituel,  that 
although  you  are  not  a  Frenchwoman,  you 
deserve  to  be  ! "  Here  Polo  was,  as  usual, 
guilty  of  plagiarism,  adopting  as  his  own,  a 
well-known  French  saying. 

Fortunately  the  general  had  just  made 
a  trick,  and  did  not,  therefore,  overhear  this 
precious  conversation. 

At  this  moment  Rafael  entered  with  the 
prince,  and  presented  him  to  the  countess, 
who  received  him  with  her  customary 
amiability,  but  according  to  Spanish  custom, 
without  rising  from  her  seat.  The  prince 
was  tall  and  thin,  about  forty-five  years  of 
age,  and,  although  a  prince,  not  of  very 


THE    SEA-GTJLL.  79 

distinguished  appearance  or  manners.  The 
guests  were  now  all  assembled,  and  every  one 
waited  impatiently  for  the  arrival  of  the 
singer,  not  without  great  doubts  as  to  her 
merits. 

Major  Fly  was  rocking  himself  to  and  fro 
in  his  chair,  near  the  young  ladies  ;  scatter- 
ing glances  among  them,  as  killing  as  the 
thrusts  of  his  cane. 

Sir  John  kept  his  eyeglass  fixed  on  Rita, 
who  did  not  notice  him.  The  baron,  who 
was  seated  next  to  an  old  judge,  asked  him 
if  the  Moors  whitewashed  their  houses  with 
lime. 

"I  have  no  data  from  which  to  answer 
you,"  replied  the  magistrate.  "It  is  a  point 
that  has  not  attracted  the  notice  of  Zuniga 
Ponz,  Don  Antonio  Morales,  nor  Rodrigo 
Caro." 


What    an    ignoramus  !  "    thought    the 


baron. 
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"  What  a  very  stupid  question !  "  thought 
the  judge. 

"Your  cousin  is  very  pretty,"  said  the 
prince  to  Rafael. 

"Yes,"  he  replied.  "She  is  an  Undine 
of  rose-water,  to  whom,  if  love  did  not  give 
a  soul,  it  gave  her  an  angel  instead." 

"And  the  general  who  is  playing  cards, 
and  is  so  distinguished-looking  ?  " 

"  Is  the  retired  Nestor  of  the  army.  You 
have  no  antiquity  so  well  preserved  at 
Pompeii." 

"  And  the  lady  with  whom  he  is  playing  ?  " 

"  Is  his  sister,  the  Marchioness  of  Guadal- 
canal— a  kind  of  Escorial ;  she  is  a  solid 
compound  of  monarchical  and  monastic  sen- 
timents, with  a  heart  which  is  a  pantheon  of 
less  kings." 

At  this  moment  a  great  noise  was  heard. 
The  major,  in  rising  to  join  Rafael,  had 
knocked  over  some  pots  of  flowers. 
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"  The  major,"  said  Rafael, "  announces  his 
approach.  No  doubt  he  is  coming  to  sigh 
into  my  ear  like  an  organ,  because  the  ladies 
take  so  little  notice  of  him." 

They  must  be  difficult  to  please,  then," 
observed  the  prince ;  "  for  he  is  very  hand- 
some." 

"  I  don't  deny  it ;  he's  the  finest  Samson 
in  the  world ;  but  in  the  first  place,  he's  got 
his  Delilah,  who  will  shortly  be  his  wife, 
thanks  to  the  millions  her  father  has  made 
by  tea  and  opium.  She  is  waiting  for  him 
among  the  fogs  of  her  island,  while  he  is 
amusing  himself  under  the  beautiful  sky  of 
Andalusia.  Besides,  Prince,  the  foreigners 
who  come  to  Spain  are  in  the  habit  of 
reckoning  beforehand,  among  the  pleasures 
they  purpose  to  enjoy,  such  as  the  good  cli- 
mate, the  bull-fights,  the  oranges  and  the 
bolero,  love  conquests,  and  very  often  they  are 
wofully  disappointed.  How  many  lamen- 

VOL.  II.  G 


82  THE    SEA-GULL. 

tations  I  have  heard  from  those  who  went  in 
like  Caesar,  and  came  out  like  Darius ! " 

Meanwhile  the  baron  had  drawn  near  to 
the  card-tables,  and  was  watching  the  play. 
"  You,  sefiora,"  he  said,  addressing  the  mar- 
chioness, "  are  the  mother —  "  . 

"  Of  my  daughter.  Yes,  senor,"  she  re- 
plied. 

Eita  burst  into  one  of  her  sudden  fits  of 
laught .  r. 

"Baron,"  said  the  countess,  whose  sofa 
was  near  the  card-table,  "  are  you  fond  of 
music  ?  " 

"  Yes,  senora,"  he  replied ;  "  I  admire  and 
respect  it — that  is  to  say,  profound,  learned, 
serious  music;  philosophic  music,  such  as 
Haydn,  Mozart,  and  Beethoven  understood." 
/  \  "  What  is  he  saying  ?  "  asked  the  general 
<H  Rafael,  who  had  come  to  speak  to  Rita. 
/'"  Serious  and  learned  music !  The  philo- 
sophy of  ta-ra-la  !  How  can  any  one  talk 
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such  nonsense  before  sensible  people?  I 
thought  the  French  only  cared  for  love-sick 
songs  and  quadrilles." 

"  What  can  you  expect,  uncle  ?  "  replied 
Arias ;  "  the  sylphs  of  the  gardens  of  Lu- 
tetia  are  turned  into  Teutonic  gnomes  of  the 
Black  Woods." 

"  And  are  none  the  better  for  that,"  added 
the  marchioness. 

Rafael,  in  order  to  escape  from  the  major, 
mixed  with  the  throng  of  the  visitors,  and  at 
length  found  himself  among  a  group  of  young 
ladies,  several  of  whom  were  his  relations. 
He  was  a  great  favourite  with  them ;  but 
thinking  that  he  neglected  them  for  his 
foreign  proteges,  they  had  conspired  against 
him,  determined  to  be  revenged.  As  soon 
as  he  approached  them,  they  all  became 
perfectly  silent  and  grave. 

"  Have  I  been  changed  without  knowing  it 
into  the  head  of  Medusa  ? "  asked  Rafael. 


84  THE    SEA-GULL. 

"  Oh,  is  it  you  ?  "  said  one  of  the  conspi- 
rators. 

"  I  believe  so,"  replied  Arias. 

"  It  is  so  long  since  I  have  seen  you  that  I 
had  forgotten  you.  You  seem  to  have  aged 
very  much.  How  have  you  been  able  to 
tear  yourself  away  from  your  foreigners  ?  " 

"  My  foreigners  ?  I  renounce  the  pro- 
prietorship. And  as  for  looking  old,  Clarita, 
you  know  I  am  a  century  in  advance  of  you 
all." 

"  Your  proteges  have  so  fatigued  and  tor- 
mented you, — no  wonder  you  look  so  old," 
said  another. 

"  They  say  that  the  foreigners  are  raising 
a  subscription  in  order  to  erect  a  statue  to 

you." 

"  And  that  the  queen  is  going  to  create 
you  Marques  de  Italica"*  said  another. 

*    A  place  near  Seville,  muck  visited  by  tourists  for  its 
ruins. 
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"  And  that  the  flags  of  the  Alcazar  are 
worn  out  by  your  boots." 

"  And  that  Murillo's  St.  Felix  knows  you 
by  sight,  and  gives  you  a  blessing  when  he 
sees  you  coming  with  a  new  admirer." 

"  Senoritas ! "  exclaimed  Rafael.  "  Is  this 
a  declaration  of  war  ?  A  conspiracy  ?  In 
what  have  I  failed  ? " 

Then  they  all  attacked  him  like  a  dropping 
fire  of  musketry. 

"  Diosl  Arias,  you  smell  of  English 
coal !  "  "  Rafael !  you've  quite  a  foreign 
accent !  "  "  Arias !  you've  caught  the  French 
manners ! "  "  You're  getting  a  ruddy  northern 
complexion!"  Rafael,  sing  this  to  the 
baron, — 

"  When  the  king  of  France  does  play 

On  his  royal  fiddle, 
All  the  little  Frenchmen  say, 
Oui !  oui !  fol  de  riddle." 

"  Arias,"  said  Polo,  "  you  look  very  much 
like  a  bear  in  the  middle  of  a  swarm  of  bees ! " 
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"The  comparison  is  not  very  poetical, 
considering  it  comes  from  a  disciple  of  the 
nine  old  maids.  But  do  you  stay  and  be  the 
rose  among  these  bees,  lavishing  on  them 
your  Parnassian  honey,  while  I  go  for  an 
umbrella  to  protect  me  from  the  storm." 

At  this  moment  the  guests  who  were 
collected  near  the  entrance  of  the  court 
separated,  to  make  way  for  Maria,  who 
entered  led  forward  by  the  duke.  Stein 
followed. 


CHAPTER  Y. 

MAEIA,  guided  in  her  toilet  by  the  advice 
of  her  landlady,  made  her  appearance  ex- 
cessively badly  dressed.  She  wore  a  foulard 
dress  much  too  short,  and  embellished  with 
the  most  flaring  colours.  Her  hair  was  clum- 
sily arranged,  and  ornamented  with  scarlet 
ribbons  of  extraordinary  stiffness.  A  man- 
tilla of  blue  and  white  tulle,  trimmed  with 
Catalan  lace,  which  made  her  look  browner 
than  ever,  completed  an  attire  which  of 
necessity  would  produce,  and  did  produce,  a 
strikingly  bad  effect. 

The  countess  advanced  some  steps  to  meet 
her.     Passing  close  to  Rafael,  she  whispered 
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to  him,  quoting  from  La  Fontaine's  fable  of 
the  crow, — "If  the  warbling  resemble  the 
plumage,  it  is  the  phoenix  of  these  forests." 
"  We  must  thank  you  very  much,"  she  said 
to  Maria, "  for  coming  here  this  evening. 
The  duke  has  said  so  much  in  praise  of  your 
beautiful  voice,  that  we  are  dying  to  hear 
it." 

Without  saying  a  single  word  in  reply, 
Maria  followed  the  countess  to  a  seat  placed 
between  the  piano  and  the  sofa. 

Eita,  in  order  to  be  near  her,  had  deserted 
her  ordinary  post,  and  seated  herself  by 
Eloisa. 

"  Dios  I "  she  exclaimed,  on  seeing  the 
Gaviota,  "she  is  blacker  than  a  black- 
pudding  ! " 

"  Her  worst  enemy  must  have   dressed 
her,"  said  Eloisa.      "What  do  you   think 
of  her,  Eafael  ? " 
,     "That   wrinkle    between  her  eyebrows 
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makes    her   look    like  a  unicorn,"  he  re- 
plied. 

Meanwhile,  Maria  did  not  show  the  least 
symptom  of  shyness  or  embarrassment  in 
the  midst  of  this  brilliant  and  numerous 
company.  Her  invariable  calmness  and 
apkmb  never  deserted  her  for  a  moment. 
Thanks  to  her  penetrating  glance,  quick 
comprehension,  and  Spanish  tact,  ten  minutes 
were  sufficient  for  her  to  observe  and  judge 
everything. 

"  I  see  what  it  is,"  she  said  to  herself, 
summing  up  her  observations;  "the  countess 
is  good,  and  anxious  for  my  success;  the 
young  men  are  making  fun  of  me,  and  of 
my  costume,  which  no  doubt  is  frightful; 
to  the  foreigners  who  look  at  me  carelessly 
through  their  eye-glasses,  I  am  a  Dona 
Simplicia  from  the  country ;  to  the  old  peo- 
ple I  am  a  cipher.  The  others  remain 
neutral,  partly  for  the  sake  of  my  patron, 
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the  duke,  partly  that  they  may  be  able 

hereafter   to   applaud    or  hiss  me,   as  the 

• 

general  opinion  may  declare  itself,  for  or 
against  me." 

During  all  this  time  the  amiable  countess 
had  made  every  effort  to  enter  into  con- 
versation with  Maria,  but  the  shortness  of 
her  answers  frustrated  her  good  intentions. 

"  How  do  you  like  Seville  ? "  inquired 
the  countess. 

"  Pretty  well,"  replied  Maria. 

"And  what  do  you  think  of  the  cathe- 
dral?" 

"It  is  too  big." 

"  And  of  our  beautiful  walks  ?  " 

"  They  are  too  small." 

"  What  has  most  pleased  you,  then  ?  " 

"The  bulls." 

Here  the  conversation  ended. 

After  ten  minutes'  silence  the  countess 
said, — 
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"  May  I  ask  your  husband  to  place  him- 
self at  the  piano  ?  " 

"  "When  you  please,"  replied  Marisalada. 

Stein  seated  himself  at  the  instrument. 
The  duke  conducted  Maria  to  his  side,  where 
she  remained  standing. 

"  Do  you  tremble,  Maria  ?  "  asked  Stein. 

"  Why  should  I  tremble  ?  "  she  replied. 

Every  one  was  silent. 

Various  impressions  were  observable  in 
the  faces  of  the  audience :  in  the  majority 
curiosity  and  surprise;  in  the  countess,  good- 
natured  interest;  in  those  round  the  card- 
table,  or,  as  Rafael  called  it,  the  high 
chamber,  the  most  complete  indifference. 

The  prince  smiled  disdainfully. 

The  major  opened  his  eyes,  as  if  he  could 
hear  through  them.  The  baron  closed  his. 
The  colonel  yawned.  Sir  John,  availing 
himself  of  the  interval,  took  his  glass  from 
his  eye  and  rubbed  it  with  his  handkerchief. 
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Rafael  made  his  escape  into  the  garden  to 
smoke  a  cigar. 

Stein  played  the  prelude  to  Casta  Diva, 
in  a  simple,  unaffected  manner.  Scarcely 
was  Maria's  pure,  sweet,  powerful  voice 
heard,  than  every  one  present  seemed  as  if 
touched  by  a  magician's  wand.  An  expres- 
sion of  admiration  and  surprise  appeared, 
and  was  fixed  in  every  face. 

The  prince  uttered  an  involuntary  excla- 
mation. 

When  she  had  finished  singing,  there  was 
a  perfect  storm  of  applause ;  the  countess 
setting  the  example  by  clapping  with  her 
delicate  hands. 

"  Valgame  Dios  ! "  exclaimed  the  general, 
stopping  his  ears.  "  One  could  fancy 
oneself  at  a  bull-fight" 

"  Let  them  amuse  themselves,  Leon,"  said 
the  marchioness.  "  There  would  be  more 
harm  if  they  were  abusing  their  neighbours." 
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Stein  acknowledged  the  applause  by 
bowing  on  all  sides. 

Maria  returned  to  her  seat  as  cold  and  as 
impassive  as  she  had  left  it. 

Afterwards  she  sang  some  excessively- 
difficult  variations,  in  which  the  air  was  lost 
in  the  midst  of  innumerable  nourishes, 
trills,  and  shakes.  She  acquitted  hersell 
admirably,  without  the  least  effort  or 
violence,  each  time  eliciting  more  admira- 
tion than  the  last. 

"Countess,"  said  the  duke,  "the  prince 
wishes    to    hear    some    of    the    far-famed 
Spanish  songs.     Marisalada  excels  in  them 
Can  you  lend  her  a  guitar  ?  " 

"  With  much  pleasure,"  replied  the 
countess;  and  the  instrument  was  pro- 
cured. 

Rafael  was  standing  near  Rita,  having 
first  installed  the  major  by  the  side  of 
Eloisa,  who  was  trying  to  persuade  the 
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Englishman  that  the  Spanish  ladies  were 
gradually  raising  themselves  to  a  level  with 
foreigners  in  matters  of  modern  affectation 
and  artifice — for  every  one  knows  that  ser- 
vile imitators  are  always  most  apt  at 
copying  defects. 

"  What  splendid  eyes  ! "  said  Rafael  to 
his  cousin.  "  How  beautifully  they  are 
shaded  by  those  long  black  lashes!  They 
are  as  attractive  as  loadstone." 

"It  is  you  who  are  a  loadstone  for 
foreigners,"  replied  Rita.  "  Why  did  you 
put  the  major  and  Eloisa  together  ?  Listen 
to  the  nonsense  he  is  talking  to  her.  I 
declare,  cousin,  every  day  you  get  more  and 
more  like  a  dictionary." 

"  Obstinate  and  more  obstinate  ! "  ex- 
claimed Rafael,  striking  the  arm  of  the  chair 
with  his  clenched  fist.  "I  don't  care  to 
talk  on  this  subject,  Rita,  but  on  that  of  my 
love,  which  will  last  eternally.  A  man  can 


THE    SEA-GULL.  95 

only  really  love  one  woman  in  the  whole 
course  of  his  life.  Other  loves  are  a 
mere  pretence." 

"  True,"  said  Kita  ;  "  Luis  has  often  told 
me  the  same.  I'll  tell  you  what,  Eafael, 
you're  turning  into  a  most  wearisome 
repeating-watch." 

"  What's  the  meaning  of  this  ? "  cried 
Eloisa,  seeing  the  guitar  brought  in. 

"It  seems  we  are  going  to  have  some 
Spanish  songs,"  said  Rita;  "and  I'm  so 
glad,  they  are  so  lively  and  amusing." 

"  Spanish  songs  ! "  exclaimed  Eloisa,  in- 
dignantly. "  How  dreadful !  They  are  all 
very  well  for  the  people,  but  they  are  not 
ban  ton  in  society.  What  can  Gracia  be 
thinking  of?  This  is  why  foreigners  say, 
and  justly,  that  we  are  behind  the  world ; — 
because  we  will  not  adapt  our  manners  and 
tastes  to  theirs,  because  we  persist  in  dining 
at  three,  and  cannot  persuade  ourselves  that 
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everything  Spanish  is  stupid  from  the  day 
of  its  birth." 

"  But,"  said  the  major,  in  broken  Spa- 
nish, "  I  think  that  you  do  very  well  indeed 
as  you  are." 

"If  that  is  intended  for  a  compliment," 
said  Eloisa,  emphatically,  "it  is  so  exag- 
gerated, that  it  has  very  much  the  appear- 
ance of  ridicule." 

"  It  was  the  Italian  prince  who  asked  for 
Spanish  songs,"  said  Eita;  "he  likes  and 
understands  them ;  which  is  a  proof  that 
thev  deserve  to  be  heard." 

m 

"  Eloisa,"  added  Eafael,  "  other  countries 
have  their  popular  songs :  barcaroles,  tyro- 
liennes,  and  the  Ranz  des  Vaches — why 
shouldn't  our  boleros  have  as  much  right  to 
be  admitted  into  good  society." 

"  Because  they  are  more  vulgar,"  replied 
Eloisa. 

Rafael  said  no  more ;  Rita  burst  into  one 
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of  her  short  laughs,  and  the  major  didn't  un- 
derstand a  word  of  the  conversation.  Eloisa 
rose,  complained  of  a  headache,  and  left  the 
court,  accompanied  by  her  mother,  saying, — 
"  We  will  at  least  show  them  that  there  are 
ladies  in  Spain  sufficiently  refined  to  fly 
from  these  low  jokes." 

"  How  unhappy  the  Abelard  of  this  Eloisa 
will  be ! "  said  Eafael,  as  she  went  away. 

Besides  her  charming  voice  and  know- 
ledge of  singing,  Maria  had,  as  a  daughter 
of  the  people,  an  instinctive  knowledge  of 
the  Andalusian  songs,  and  that  grace  which 
a  foreigner  can  only  understand  and  enjoy 
after  a  long  residence  in  Spain,  and  only  by 
identifying  himself,  so  to  speak,  with  the 
peculiar  feeling  of  the  country.  In  this 
music  as  in  the  dances,  there  is  so  much  in- 
spiration, such  a  powerful  charm,  such  a 
series  of  surprises, — now  a  lament,  now  a 
burst  of  joy;  now  languor,  now  coyness,  now 

VOL.  II.  H 
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love;  a  certain  something  that  is  felt  but 
cannot  be  explained ;  and  all  this,  so  well 
marked,  so  regular  in  time,  and  the  story,  if 
one  may  use  the  expression,  so  well  told  by 
the  voice  in  the  song  and  by  the  movements 
of  the  body  in  the  dance.  Elation  and  de- 
pression succeed  one  another  so  rapidly,  that 
the  audience  is  surprised,  intoxicated,  and 
enraptured.  So  when  Maria  accompanying 
herself  on  the  guitar,  began  to  sing,— 

"  Si  me  pierdo  que  me  busquen 
Al  lado  del  mediodia 
Donde  nacen  las  morenas 
Y  donde  la  sal  se  cria," 

admiration  turned  into  enthusiasm.  The 
young  people  beat  time  with  their  hands, 
repeating  "  Bien,  bien"  in  order  to  encourage 
the  songstress ;  the  cards  fell  from  the  hands 
of  the  players,  the  major  wishing  to  follow 
the  general  example,  set  to  work,  clapping, 
regardless  of  time  or  tune,  and  Sir  John  de- 
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clared  that  it  was  better  than  even  "  God 
save  the  Queen."  But  the  grand  triumph 
achieved  by  the  national  music  was  that  the 
frown  disappeared  from  the  general's  face. 

"  Do  you  remember,  brother ,"  asked  the 
marchioness,  smiling,  "  when  we  used  to  sing 
the  zorongo  and  the  tripili  ?  " 

"  What  may  zorongo  and  tripili  mean  ?  " 
asked  the  baron,  of  Rafael. 

"  They  are,"  he  replied,  "  the  ancestors  of 
the  sireni,  and  of  the  cachucha,  and  grand- 
fathers of  the  jaca  de  terciopelo,  of  the  vito, 
and  other  songs  of  the  present  day." 

Maria  left  the  reunion  as  pale  and  as  im- 
passive as  she  had  entered  it. 

When  all  the  other  guests  had  taken  their 
lesPve,  the  countess  said  triumphantly  to  Ra- 
fael, "  Well,  what  do  you  say  now,  my  dear 
cousin  ?  " 

"  I  say,"  was  his  reply,  "  that  the  voice  is 
better  than  the  plumage." 

H2 
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"  What  eyes  ! "  exclaimed  the  countess. 

"  They  are  like  two  black  diamonds  in  a 
Eussia  leather  case,"  observed  Rafael. 

"  She  is  grave,"  said  the  countess,  "  but 
not  haughty." 

"  As  timid  as  a  peasantrgirl  from  the  Ava- 
pies,"  added  Eafael. 

"  But  what  a  voice ! "  said  the  countess  ; 
"  what  a  divine  voice  ! " 


CHAPTER  VL 

THE  summer  had  passed  away,  and  Septem- 
ber had  arrived.  The  days  still  retained  the 
summer  heat,  but  the  nights  were  already 
long  and  cool. 

It  was  nine  o'clock,  and  as  yet  only  her 
most  intimate  friends  had  appeared  at  the 
countess's  tertuUa,  when  in  came  Eloisa. 

"  Come  and  sit  on  the  sofa,  by  me,"  said 
the  lady  of  the  house  to  her. 

"  Thank  you,  Gracia ;  but  your  sofas  here 
are  stuffed  with  tow  or  horsehair,  and  are  as 
hard  and  uncomfortable  as  they  can  well 
be." 

"They  are  all  the  cooler  for  that,"  said 
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Eita,  by  whose  side  Eloisa  had  seated  her- 
self in  a  studied  position. 

"  Have  you  heard  the  last  on  dit?  "  Polo 
asked  her,  playing  with  his  yellow  glove,  and 
advancing  his  leg  to  show  off  a  pretty  var- 
nished boot. 

"  They  say  that  Arias  is  to  be  made 
Mayor  de  la  Plaza,  but  I  believe  it's  only  a 


"Mere  petty  country-town  gossip,"  said 
Eloisa,  affectedly,  "  Eafael  deserves  some- 
thing better.  He  is  very  spirituel,  a  fashion- 
able young  man,  and  a  brave  officer." 

"  What  are  you  saying,  senorita  ?  "  asked 
the  general,  who  listened  in  amazement  to 
the  conversation  between  these  two  young 
people  of  bon  ton. 

"  I  said,  senor,  that  your  nephew  is  a  brave 
officer." 

"  And  what  do  you  mean  by  that  ?  " 

"  What  his  service-sheet  says,  senor,  and 
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what  every  one  who  knows  him  repeats,  that 
he  distinguished  himself  in  the  war  as  a  man 
of  honour." 

"Then,  if  you  meant  to  say  so,  why  didn't 
you  say  so  ?  According  to  the  celebrated 
expression  of  Don  Juan,  Nicasio  Gallego, 
who,  along  with  the  Duke  of  Rivas,  Quinta- 
nah,  Breton,  Martinez  de  la  Rosa,  Hartzen- 
bache,  and  many  others,  played  the  double 
game  of  being  eminent  men,  and  poets  of  the 
first  order,  without  ceasing  to  be  Spaniards 
in  manners  and  tastes.  Did  you  by  chance 
mean  to  say  valiant  ?  " 

"  Clearly  so,  general ;  didn't  I  say  so  ?  " 
"No,  senorita,"  said  the  general,  im- 
patiently; "what  you  said  was  b?*avo,  an 
epithet  which  I  have  only  heard  applied  to 
wild  bulls  and  to  savage  Indians,  to  express 
their  brutal  ferocity.  You  need  not  use 
such  a  word  for  want  of  others  to  meet  the 
case ;  for,  besides  valiant,  you  have  many 
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others  which  are  used,  such  as  gallant, 
valorous,  intrepid." 

"  Dios !  senor ;  these  are  antiquated 
words,  and  very  vulgar  and  stupid ;  one 
must  use  those  which  are  elegant  and  bon 
ton,  in  spite  of  the  dictionary  and  its 
bungling  compilers  and  followers." 

"  Can  one  endure  this  patiently  ?  "  ex- 
claimed the  general,  throwing  down  his 
cards. 

"  What  is  raising  our  uncle's  bile  to  such 
an  extent  ? "  asked  Eafael,  who  had  just 
come  in. 

"  The  rumour  which  is  going  about," 
answered  Rita. 

"  What  rumour  ?  " 

"  That  you  are  to  be  made  Town  Major, 
and  which  he  takes  to  be  satire." 

"  He  is  right ;  I  can't  aspire  to  a  higher 
title  than  Town  Minimus ;  but  I  bring  some 
newS  which  may  aspire  justly  to  the  first  rank. 
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"  News !  News  is  every  one's  property,  so 
out  with  it,  quick ! " 

"Well,  then,  you  must  know,"  said 
Rafael,  raising  his  voice,  "  that  the  Grisi  of 
Yillamar  is  about  to  come  out  on  the  stage." 

"  Oh !  what  happiness ! "  exclaimed  Eloisa, 
"  that  anything  should  occur  to  raise  Seville 
out  of  the  rut  of  routine  in  which  she  has 
vegetated  ever  since  San  Fernando  founded 
her." 

"  Conquered  her,"  whispered  her  sympa- 
thetic friend  Polo. 

But  without  attending  to  him,  Eloisa  went 
on, — "  In  which  opera  will  she  make  her 
debut?" 

"  What !  Is  she  about  to  come  on  the 
stage  in  Bu  ?  "  asked  the  marchioness. 

"Yes,  aunt,"  replied  Rafael ;  "and  Stein 
as  cancon,  in  a  piece  composed  expressly  for 
them  both." 

4 '  Is  it  possible  ! "  exclaimed  the  good  lady. 
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"  Mother !  don't  you  see  that  Rafael  is 
only  joking  after  his  laudable  and  inveterate 
habit  ? "  said  the  countess. 

"  Since  they  have  given  the  '  Hoof  of  the 
Goat,'  no  title  of  any  theatrical  piece  would 
surprise  me,"  said  the  marchioness ;  "  and 
since  they  have  represented  Lucretia, 
Angela,  Antony,  and  Carlos  the  bewitched, 
you  could  tell  me  of  no  plot  that  I  should 
discredit." 

"  The  theatre  being  the  school  of  manners" 
said  the  general,  ironically,  "  it  is  placed  on 
a  level  with  those  they  wish  to  introduce." 

"  How  right  the  French  are  when  they 
say  that  Africa  begins  on  the  other  side  of 
the  Pyrenees,"  said  Eloisa,  in  a  low  voice, 
to  Polo. 

"  Since  they  have  possessed  part  of  the 
coast  of  that  continent,"  he  replied,  "  they 
no  longer  say  so ;  it  would  be  doing  us  too 
much  honour.' 
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Eloisa  smothered  a  laugh  in  her  tiny  lace 
pocket-handkerchief. 

"  They  are  conspiring/'  said  Rita  to 
Rafael.  "  Polo  carries  an  infernal  machine 
between  his  spectacles  and  his  eves,  and 
Eloisa  conceals  an  emeute,  preserved  in 
musk,  against  low,  stationary  Spain,  in  the 
handkerchief  she  raises  to  her  mouth." 

"  Bah !  they  are  not  conspirators,"  replied 
Rafael. 

"  What  are  they,  then,  thou  infernal 
machine  of  contradiction  ?  " 

"  They  are — I  will  tell  you  that  you  may 
fully  appreciate  them  in  all  their  sub- 
limity." 

"  Go  on,  slow  coach." 

"  They  are,"  said  Rafael,  solemnly, 
"neglected  Reformers." 

Some  evenings  after  this  scene,  the  large 
reception-rooms  in  the  countess's  house  were 
deserted.  No  one  was  there,  except  the 
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"  representatives  of  tfre  Old  Testament,"  as 
Arias  called  the  card-players. 

"  How  late  they  are ! "  said  the  mar- 
chioness, "half-past  eleven,  and  not  re- 
turned." 

"  Time/'  said  the  general,  "  does  not  ap- 
pear long  to  the  lovers  of  music,  when  they 
are  seated  at  the  opera  rapt  in  admiration, 
like  so  many  simpletons." 

"  Who  would  have  thought,"  continued 
the  marchioness,  "that  this  woman  would 
have  been  so  studious,  and  so  bold,  as  to 
appear  on  the  stage  so  soon  ?  " 

"  As  to  study,"  said  the  general,  "  when 
once  you  know  how  to  sing,  there's  not  so 
much  of  that  needed  as  you  think.  As  for 
boldness,  I  wouldn't  wish  for  more  than  a 
.regiment  of  such  grenadiers  as  she  is,  to 
storm  Numancia,  or  Zaragossa." 

"  I'll  tell  you  what  has  happened,"  said 
one  of  the  card-players.  "  When  the  Italian 
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company  arrived,  three  months  ago,  our 
future  prima  donna,  took  one  of  the  stage 
boxes  for  the  season.  She  never  missed  a 
single  performance,  and  even  managed  to  be 
present  at  the  rehearsals.  The  duke  arranged 
with  the  then  reigning  prima  donna,  that  she 
should  give  her  some  lessons,  and  afterwards 
with  the  manager  that  he  should  engage  her 
in  his  company.  But  the  position  he  offered 
her  was  a  secondary  one,  a  proposal  which 
she  scornfully  refused.  By  one  of  those 
happy  chances  which  always  favour  the 
brave,  the  prima  donna  fell  seriously  ill,  and 
the  duke's  protegee  offered  to  take  her  place. 
Now  we  shall  hear  how  she  has  acquitted 
herself.—" 

At  this  moment,  the  countess,  animated, 
and  bright  as  light,  entered  the  saloon, 
accompanied  by  several  friends. 

"  We  have  had  such  a  charming  evening, 
mother,"  she  exclaimed.  "  Such  a  triumph ! 
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There  never  was  anything  more  beautiful 
or  magnificent ! " 

"  Do  you  mean  to  say,  niece,"  said  the 
general,  "that  it's  a  matter  of  such  im- 
portance, that  a  singing  woman,  with  a  good 
voice,  should  sing  well  on  the  stage,  that  it 
can  fill  you  with  as  much  enthusiasm  and  ex- 
ultation as  a  heroic  deed,  or  a  noble  action  ?  " 

"  Just  consider,  uncle,"  replied  the  countess, 
"  what  a  triumph  it  is  for  us,  what  glory  for 
Seville,  to  be  the  cradle  of  an  artist  who  will 
fill  the  world  with  her  fame  !  " 

"  Like  the  Marquis  de  la  Romana,  or 
Wellington,  or  Napoleon,  I  suppose.  Eh 
niece  ? "  replied  the  general,  sarcastically. 

"  What,  senor ! "  argued  the  countess, 
"has  fame  only  a  war  trumpet?  How 
divinely  this  woman  sang  to-night !  With 
what  perfect  ease  and  good  taste  she  acted 
She  is  a  prodigy.  How  she  inspired  every- 
one with  enthusiasm !  And  then  I  was  de- 
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lighted  to  see  the  duke  so  much  pleased,  and 
Stein  so  happy— 

"  The  duke,"  said  the  general,  "  ought  to 
find  his  pleasure  in  other  matters." 

"  General,"  said  the  visitor  who  had  spoken 
before,  "  it's  only  human  nature.  The  duke 
is  young." 

"  Ah ! "  exclaimed  the  countess,  "  there  is 
nothing  more  infamous  than  suspicion,  es- 
pecially where  evil  does  not  exist.  The 
world  withers  everything  with  its  mis- 
chievous breath.  Do  you  not  all  know, 
that  the  duke  is  not  satisfied  with  only 
practising  the  arts,  but  that  he  assists  artists, 
savants,  and  all  who  can  influence  the  pro- 
gress of  intellect?  Besides,  is  not  this 
woman  the  wife  of  a  man  to  whom  the  duke 
owes  so  much  ? " 

"  Niece,"  replied  the  general,  "  all  this  is 
very  good,  and  very  Christian-like,  but  it 
cannot  justify  suspicious  appearances.  In 
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this  world  it  is  not  enough  to  be  blameless : 
it  is  necessary  also  to  appear  so.  For  the 
very  reason  that  you  are  young  and  pretty, 
you  would  do  well  not  to  set  yourself  up  as 
the  defender  of  certain  matters." 

"  I  have  no  ambition  to  be  thought  per- 
fect," replied  the  countess,  "nor  that  my 
house  should  be  turned  into  a  tribunal  of 
justice ;  but  I  do  desire  to  prove  a  sincere 
loyal  friend  to  those  who  honour  me  with 
that  title." 

Eafael  Arias  entered  at  this  moment. 

"  Well,  Eafael,"  said  the  countess,  "  what 
do  you  say  now  ?  Do  you  still  laugh  at 
this  enchanting  woman  ? " 

"To  please  you,  cousin,  I  am  going  to 
burst  with  enthusiasm,  in  trying  to  imitate 
the  public;  as  the  frog  did,  who  tried  to 
swell  himself  to  the  size  of  the  ox.  I  have 
just  witnessed  the  imperial  ovation  made  to 
this  eighth  wonder  of  the  world." 
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"  Tell  us  about  it,"  cried  the  courtess ; 
I  am  dying  to  hear." 

"  TThen  the  curtain  fell  I  thought  there 
was  going  to  be  a  second  edition  of  the 
Tower  of  Babel.  Ten  times  the  Diva 
Donna  was  recalled  to  the  stage,  and  it 
would  have  been  twenty  times  if  the  irreve- 
rent lamps  of  the  theatre,  tired  with  their 
long  services,  had  not  had  the  impertinence 
to  go  out.  The  duke's  friends  hastened  to 
congratulate  the  heroine  of  the  evening. 
We  all  fell  at  her  feet,  with  our  faces  to  the 
ground." 

"  You  too,  Rafael ! "  said  the  general ; 
"  I  thought  you  had  more  sense  concealed 
under  your  apparent  tomfoolery." 

"  If  I  had  not  gone  with  the  others  I 
shouldn't  now  have  the  satisfaction  of  de- 
scribing the  manner  in  which  we  were  re- 
ceived by  this  queen  of  the  Moluccas,  this 
empress  of  Bemol.  In  the  first  place,  her 

VOL  II.  I 
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replies  were  made  on  a  sort  of  chromatic 
scale  of  her  own,  which  consists  of  the  fol- 
lowing semitones : — First,  calm,  or  shall  we 
call  it  indifference ;  then,  coolness ;  after 
that,  coldness;  and  last  of  all,  contempt. 
I  was  the  first  to  pay  homage  to  her.  I 
showed  her  my  hands,  utterly  destroyed 
with  clapping,  assuring  her  that  the  sacrifice 
of  my  cuticle  was  but  a  poor  offering  to  her 
supernatural  talent.  Her  reply  was  a  grave 
inclination  of  the  head,  worthy  of  the  god- 
dess Juno. 

The  baron  implored  her,  in  the  name  of 
all  the  saints,  to  fly  to  Paris,  the  only 
theatre  where  they  could  applaud  her  as  she 
deserved,  seeing  that  the  bravos  of  France 
borne  on  her  tri-coloured  banner  resounded 
to  the  furthest  limits  of  the  earth.  She 
replied  with  the  greatest  coolness,— 

"  You  see  that  I  need  not  go  to  Paris  for 
applause — and  applause  for  applause,  I 
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would  rather  have  that  of  my  own  country 
than  that  of  the  French." 

"  She  actually  said  that  ?  "  interrupted 
the  general.  "Who  would  have  given  the 
woman  credit  for  such  a  rational  speech  ?  " 

"Major  Bluebottle,"  continued  Rafael, 
"  with  his  unfailing  clumsiness,  told  her, 
that  of  all  the  singers  he  had  ever  heard, 
only  Grisi  'did  it  better'  than  she;  to 
which  she  replied,  coldly, — '  Since  Grisi 
sings  better  than  I  do,  you  have  made  a 
great  mistake  in  coming  to  hear  me,  instead 
of  going  to  hear  her.' 

"Xext  came  Sir  John,  shaking  everybody's 
hands,  and  treading  on  everybody's  toes. 
He  told  her  that  her  voice  was  a  wonder, 
and  that  if  she  wished  to  sell  it,  he  was 
ready  to  give  her  £50,000  for  it.  She  re- 
plied that  it  was  not  for  sale.  And  now, 
cousin,  what  do  you  say  to  the  mystery 
which  has  preceded  her  appearance  ?  " 

i2 
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"  What  mystery  are  you  talking  of?  "  in- 
quired the  baron,  entering  the  room. 

"Of  this  brilliant  debut  on  the  boards," 
continued  Rafael,  "  which  has  suddenly  burst 
upon  us  like  a  bomb,  when  least  expected. 
Ah !  now  I  understand.  I'm  beginning  to 
see  through  certain  things, — the  duke's  in- 
terviews with  the  manager,  and  the  perse- 
vering manner  in  which  this  Norma  in  the 
bud  attended  every  representation.  Yes! 
yes !  no  doubt  it  was  all  prearranged." 

"  Ah !  here  is  Miss  Ritita,"  said  the  baron, 
as  she  came  in.  "I  think,  senorita,  that  I 
had  the  pleasure  of  seeing  you  this  morning 
in  the  street  of  the  Catalanes  ?  " 

"  I  didn't  see  you,"  replied  Rita. 

"That  is  a  misfortune  which  wouldn't 
have  happened  to  Major  Bluebottle,"  said 
Rafael,  **  nor  to  the  Giralda  whom  he  wishes 
to  make  colonel  of  his  regiment  of  Life 
Guards." 
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"I  saw  you,"  continued  the  baron,  "near 
a  great  cross  which  is  fastened  against  the 
wall ;  I  asked "  ("  I'll  be  sworn  you  did," 
said  Rafael,  sotto  wee)  "  about  it,  and  they 
told  me  it  was  called  the  Negro's  Cross. 
Can  you  tell  me,  senorita,  why  they  have 
given  it  such  an  extraordinary  name  ?  " 

"I  can't  say,"  replied  Rita;  "perhaps 
because  some  negro  was  crucified  on  it." 

"No  doubt  that  is  the  reason,"  said  the 
baron.  "It  must  have  happened  in  the 
time  of  the  Inquisition ; "  and  he  muttered 
in  a  low  voice,  "  What  a  country !  what  a 
religion !  Can  you  also  tell  me,"  he  added, 
"  why  there  is  a  crocodile  hung  from  the 
roof  of  that  corridor  of  the  cathedral  close 
to  the  Court  of  Oranges,  as  you  enter  by  the 
gate  on  the  right  of  the  Giralda?  Is  the 
cathedral  also  used  as  a  museum  of  natural 
history  ?  " 

"  That  large  lizard  is  there,"  replied  Rita, 
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"because  it  was  caught  on  the  roof  of  the 
church." 

"  Ah !  "  laughed  the  baron,  "  everything  is 
gigantic  in  this  cathedral,  even  the  lizards ! " 

"  That  is  merely  a  popular  delusion,"  said 
the  countess,  while  Kita  made  her  escape  to 
her  usual  seat,  without  hearing  what  the 
baron  said.  wln  reality  the  crocodile  was 
presented  to  King  Alfonso  the  Wise,  by  the 
famous  embassy  sent  to  him  by  the  sultan 
of  Egypt.  Hanging  on  the  same  arch  are 
an  elephant's  tusk,  a  bit,  and  a  rod.  These 
objects,  with  the  lizard,  represent  the  four 
cardinal  virtues.  The  lizard,  is  the  symbol 
of  prudence ;  the  rod,  of  justice ;  the  ele- 
phant's tusk,  of  fortitude;  and  the  bit,  of 
moderation.  For  six  hundred  years  these 
symbols  have  been  placed  at  the  entrance 
of  this  noble  edifice,  as  an  inscription  which 
the  people  can  understand,  even  though  they 
may  be  unable  to  read." 
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The  baron  was  really  grieved  that  he 
could  not  adopt  Rita's  version.  The^  cruel 
countess  had  deprived  him  of  a  precious 
article  on  the  subject,  at  once  satirical, 
critical,  and  humorous. 

Turning  to  Rita,  the  marchioness  said, — 
"  Why  did  you  tell  him  all  that  nonsense 
about  the  crucified  negro  ?  Why  not  have 
told  the  truth?" 

"But,  aunt,  I  don't  know  why  it  was 
called  the  Negro's  Cross;  besides,  I  was 
tired  to  death  of  his  conversation." 

"  Then  it  would  have  been  better  to  have 
confessed  your  ignorance,  instead  of  making 
him  believe  such  a  gross  error.  I'm  sure 
he  will  insert  this  piece  of  nonsense  in  his 
work  on  Spain." 

"  What  will  it  matter  ?  "  said  Rita,  care- 
lessly. 

"Matter,  niece?"  replied  the  mar- 
chioness, "  it  matters  this,  that  I  am  not 
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pleased  to  have  my  country  spoken  ill 
of." 

"  Yes,"  said  the  general,  crabbedly,  "  stop 
the  course  of  the  river,  as  it  flows  from  the 
bed !  It  isn't  astonishing  that  foreigners 
speak  ill  of  our  country,  when  we  are  the 
first  to  calumniate  it,  without  bearing  in 
/  mind  the  proverb, '  It's  an  ill  bird  that  fouls 

its  own  nest.' " 
i 

"But,  Eita,"  continued  the  marchioness, 

"  in  order  that  henceforth  you  may  not 
circulate  similar  errors,  you  must  know  that 
the  name  of  that  cross  came  from  a  devout 

and  pious  negro,  who  in  the  seventh  century, 

i 

seeing  that  the  divine  mystery  of  the 
Immaculate  Conception  was  attacked,  sold 
himself  on  the  spot  where  the  cross  stands, 
'  in  order  to  obtain  money  for  the  expenses  of 
a  solemn  ceremony  of  atonement  to  the 
Virgin,  for  the  offences  committed  against 
her.  There's  some  difference  between  this 
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pious  and  fervent  act  of  self-sacrifice,  and 
the  idiotic  nonsense  you  have  made  the 
baron  believe." 

"  You  may  as  well,  sister,"  said  the 
general,  "  give  that  madman,  Rafael,  a 
scolding  also  for  having  answered,  when  this 
Monsieur  le  Baron  asked  him  a  similar 
question  about  the  cross  of  the  thieves  near 
the  Carthusian  monastery,  that  it  was  so 
named  because  the  thieves  went  there  to 
pray  that  God  would  assist  them  in  their 
undertakings." 

*'  And  the  baron  believed  him  ?  " 

"As  firmly  as  I  believe  that  he  is  no 
baron,"  replied  the  general. 

"  It's  shameful ! "  said  the  marchioness, 
irritated,  "  that  we  ourselves,  should  be  the 
cause  of  such  follies  being  believed  and^ 
repeated.  The  cross  was  erected  on  that 
spot,  in  remembrance  of  a  miracle  which 
our  Lord  wrought  there  ;  for  in  those  times 
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as  they  had  faith,  so  they  had  miracles. 
Some  thieves  had  got  into  the  monastery 
of  the  Carthusians,  and  stolen  the  treasures 
from  the  church.  They  fled,  terrified, 
never  ceased  running  the  whole  night,  and 
yet  next  morning  found  themselves  still 
close  to  the  convent.  Seeing  clearly  the 
hand  of  God  in  this,  they  were  converted, 
and  in  remembrance  of  the  miracle  erected 
this  cross.  I'll  just  give  that  madcap  a  bit 
of  my  mind  pretty  plainly,  —  Rafael, 
Rafael." 

Meanwhile  Arias  was  sitting  by  his 
cousin  Gracia,  who  was  saying,  "  I'm  in  my 
glory,  what  pleasant  evenings  we  shall 
have ! " 

"They  won't  last  long,  countess,"  said 
the  colonel.  "  It  is  rumoured  that  the  duke 
wishes  to  carry  off  this  new  Malibran  to 
Madrid." 

"  For  all  that,"  said  the  countess,  "  what 
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nom  de  guerre  has  she  taken  ?  I  suppose 
not  that  of  Marisalada,  which,  though  a 
very  pretty  and  endearing  name,  is  not 
important  enough  for  a  first-class  artiste" 

"  Perhaps  she  will  keep  to  her  solmquet 
of  Gaviota,"  suggested  Eafael.  "One  of 
the  duke's  servants  told  me  she  was  so 
called  in  her  native  village." 

"  Why  not  adopt  her  husband's  name  ?  " 
observed  the  colonel. 

"  That  would  be  too  horrible,"  exclaimed 
the  countess.  "  It  must  be  a  well-sounding 
name." 

"  Well,  then,  there  is  her  father's  name, 
Santalo  ? " 

"No,  senor,"  said  the  countess ;  "it  must 
end  in  i  to  give  her  prestige,  and  the  more  is 
that  are  in  it  the  better." 

"  In  that  case,"  said  Rafael,  "  let  her  call 
herself  Missisipi." 

"  We  will  consult  Polo,"  said  the  countess. 
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"  By  the  way,  where  has  the  poet  hidden 
himself  ? " 

"I  would  bet  anything,"  said  Rafael, 
"  that  he  is  at  this  very  moment  confiding 
to  paper  the  harmonious  inspirations  that 
the  divinity  of  the  day  has  caused  to  germi- 
nate in  his  soul.  No  doubt,  to-morrow,  we 
shall  read  one  of  those  compositions  in 
El  Sevilhno,  which,  according  to  my  uncle, 
if  it  be  not  easy  to  suppose  that  they  will 
carry  him  to  Parnassus,  will  infallibly  hurl 
him  into  Lethe." 

It  was  at  this  moment  that  the  mar- 
chioness called  to  Rafael. 

"  I  ani  quite  sure,"  he  said  to  his  cousin, 
"  that  ray  aunt  does  me  the  honour  to  call 
me  that  she  may  have  the  pleasure  of  giving 
me  a  wigging.  I  already  see  a  sermon 
peeping  out  between  her  compressed  lips,  a 
philippic  on  her  clouded  brow,  and  a  repri- 
mand, in  folio,  astride  her  threatening  nose. 
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But  what  a  happy  chance !  I'll  arm  myself 
with  a  buckler." 

So  saying,  Rafael  rose,  went  to  the  baron, 
to  whom  the  judge  was  just  offering  a  pinch 
of  snuff,  gave  him  his  arm,  and  in  his  com- 
pany walked  up  to  the  card-table.  . 

The  marchioness  kept  her  lecture  for  a 
more  suitable  occasion. 

Rita  hid  her  face  in  her  pocket-handker- 
chief, to  prevent  laughing. 

The  general  tapped  the  floor  with  the 
heel  of  his  boot,  a  sure  sign  of  impatience 
with  him. 

"  Is  anything  the  matter  with  the 
general  ?  "  asked  the  baron. 

"  He  is  afflicted  with  a  nervous  affection," 
Rafael  replied,  in  a  low  voice. 

"  What  a  misfortune  ! "  exclaimed  the 
other.  "  It  is  tic-douloureux.  What  did 
it  come  from  ?  Some  tendon  injured  in  the 
war,  perhaps  ? " 
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"  No,"  replied  Eafael ;  "  it's  the  effect  of 
a  strong  moral  impression." 

"  It  must  have  been  terrible,"  observed 
the  baron.  "  What  caused  it  ? " 

"  The  words  of  your  king  Louis  XIV." 

"  What  words  ?  " 

"  The  celebrated  saying,  '  There  are  no 
longer  any  Pyrenees' ' 

Much  as  the  new  singer  was  talked  about 
in  the  tertulias  that  evening,  one  significant 
fact  which  had  occurred  was  unknown. 

Pepe  Vera  had  followed  Marisakda's 
steps  everywhere,  and,  being  the  favourite 
of  the  public,  he  easily  penetrated  into  the 
Temple  of  the  Muses,  notwithstanding  the 
hatred  those  ladies  had  sworn  against  bull- 
fights. 

Maria  was  leaving  the  stage  in  a  storm  of 
applause,  when  she  came  face  to  face  with 
Pepe  Vera  and  some  other  young  men  in 
the  vestibule. 
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"  Bless  you,"  said  the  celebrated  mata- 
dor, throwing  his  cloak  on  the  ground,  and 
spreading  it  out  as  a  carpet  for  Maria. 
"  Blessed  be  that  crystal  voice,  that  might 
easily  cause  all  the  nightingales  of  the 
month  of  May  to  die  of  envy." 

"And  those  eyes,"  added  another,  "which 
wound  more  Christians  than  all  the  daggers 
of  Albacete." 

Maria  moved  on  in  her  usual  impassive, 
scornful  manner. 

"She  won't  even  look  at  us,"  cried  Pepe 
Yera.  "  Hark'ye,  my  lady !  a  king,  though 
he  be  a  king,  looks  at  a  cat.  Mind  you, 
caballeros,  she's  a  good-looking  girl,  notwith- 
standing that — " 

"  Notwithstanding  what  ? "  asked  one  of 
his  companions. 

"  Notwithstanding  that  she  squints." 

On  hearing  these  words,  Maria  could  not 
restrain  an  involuntary  movement,  and  turn- 
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ing  round,  she  fixed  her  large,  astonished 
eyes  on  the  group.  The  young  men  burst 
out  laughing ;  and  Pepe  Vera  threw  her  a 
kiss  on  the  tips  of  his  fingers. 

Maria  immediately  understood  that  this 
expression  had  only  been  used  to  make  her 
turn  her  face.  She  could  not  help  smiling, 
and  as  she  passed  on,  iQt  fall  her  handker- 
chief. Pepe  picked  it  up  eagerly,  and  going 
up  to  her,  as  if  to  restore  it,  whispered 
hastily, — 

"  I  will  give  it  you  to-night,  through  the 
grating  of  your  window." 


(     129     ) 


CHAPTER  VII. 

SEVILLE  was  already  much  too  limited  a 
sphere  for  Maria's  ambitious  views,  and 

insatiable    thirst  for  applause.     The  duke, 

/ 
moreover,  being  obliged   to  return   to   the 

capital,  wished  to  introduce  her  there, 
whither  her  fame  had  preceded  her.  Pepe 
Vera,  on  the  other  hand,  being  engaged  to 
perform  at  the  Madrid  plaza,  insisted  that 
Maria  should  go  there  also.  So  she 
went. 

The  triumph  that  Maria  achieved  on  her 
first  appearance  in  this  new  field,  surpassed 
all  that  she  had  gained  at  Seville.  It 
seemed  as  if  the  days  of  Orpheus  and 

VOL.  II.  K 
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Amphion,  and  the  marvels  of  music  of  the 
Mythological  period,  had  returned. 

Stein  was  bewildered ;  the  duke  intoxi- 
cated. 

Pepe  Yera  said  one  day  to  the  singer,— 

"  Carambal  Maria,  they  applaud  you  as 
much  as  if  you  had  killed  a  seven-year  old 
bull." 

Maria  was  surrounded  by  a  numerous 
court. 

The  distinguished  foreigners,  who  were 
passing  the  season  at  the  capital,  formed 
part  of  it.  Among  them  were  some  who 
were  remarkable  for  merit,  others  for  rank. 
What  motives  impelled  them  ?  Some  went 
for  fashion's  sake,  according  to  modern 
custom.  And  what  is  fashion  ?  It  is  a 
servile  imitation  of  what  other  people  do. 
Others  went  from  the  sort  of  curiosity  that 
leads  a  child  to  examine  the  secret  springs 
i  of  the  toy  he  is  playing  with. 
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Maria  had  no  difficulty  in  feeling  quite  at 
her  ease  in  the  midst  of  this  brilliant  circle. 
Her  cold  and  haughty  disposition  was  not 
in  the  least  changed ;  but  her  bearing  was 
more  elegant,  and  her  dress  in  better  taste ; 
superficial  acquirements,  which,  in  the  eyes 
of  some  people,  compensate  for  lack  of  in- 
tellect, tact,  and  good  manners.  At  night, 

on  the  stage,   when  the   reflection  of  tho 

• 

lights  made  her  sallow  complexion  appeal- 
whiter,  and  increased  the  brightness  of  her* 
large  black  eyes,  she  looked  really  beau- 
tiful. ^ 

The  duke  was  so  fascinated  by  this  wo- 
man, in  whose  triumphs  he  had  some  share, 
— inasmuch  as  they  fulfilled  his  predictions, 
— and  so  great  was  the  enthusiasm  with 
which  her  singing  inspired  him,  that  he  saw 
no  harm  in  asking  her  to  give  music  lessons 
to  his  daughter,  notwithstanding  that  he 
remembered  the  prophecy  of  his  amiable 

K2 
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friend  at  Seville,  and  trembled  on  thinking 
of  the  lecture  the  countess  had  given  him. 
But  still  he  determined  to  respect  the  inno- 
cent woman,  whom  he  himself  had  led  into 
the  bright  but  slippery  path  she  trod. 

Now  let  us  say  a  few  words  about  the 
duchess.  She  was  both  good  and  beautiful ; 
although  she  had  entered  her  thirtieth  year, 
the  freshness  of  her  complexion,  and  the 
candour  of  her  expression,  made  her  look 
younger.  She  belonged  to  a  family  as 
illustrious  as  her  husband's,  to  which  it 
was  nearly  related.  Leonor  and  Carlos  had 
loved  each  other,  almost  since  childhood, 
with  an  affection  truly  Spanish,  —  deep, 
constant,  —  and  which  never  changes  or 
cools.  They  had  married  very  young. 
Leonor  was  just  eighteen,  and  her  husband 
twenty-two  years  old  when  their  eldest  child 
was  born. 

The  duchess's   family,  like  some  of  the 
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nobility,  was  extremely  devout,  and  Leonor 
had  been  brought  up  in  that  spirit  Her 
reserve  and  austerity  alienated  her  from 
the  pleasures  and  bustle  of  the  world,  for 
which,  however,  she  had  not  the  slightest 
inclination. 

She  read  very  little,  and  never  took  a 
novel  in  her  hands.  She  would  not  have 
believed,  even  if  she  had  heard,  that  a 
standard  had  been  raised  in  the  world  under 
which  woman's  emancipation  was  proclaimed. 
Nay  more,  even  had  she  believed  it,  she  would 
not  have  understood  its  meaning,  any  more 
than  do  many  others,  who  neither  lead  the 
same  retired  life,  nor  are  as  strict  in  their 
notions  as  the  duchess. 

If  she  had  been  told  that  there  were 
people  who  advocated  divorce,  nay,  who 
were  even  detractors  of  the  holy  institution 
of  matrimony,  she  would  have  believed  her- 
self to  be  dreaming,  or  that '  the  end  of  the 
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world  was  at  hand.     An  affectionate  and 

dutiful  daughter,  a  generous  and  true  friend, 

a  tender  arid  self-denying  mother ;  as  a  wife, 

exclusively  devoted  to   her  husband;    the 

•  Duchess  of  Almanza  was  the  type  of  the 

woman  that  God  loves,  that  poets  love  to 

describe,  that  society  venerates  and  admires, 

and  in  whose  place  it  is  wished  now-a-days 

"\\  to  install  certain  amazons  who  have  lost  the 

^beautiful  and  sweet  instincts  of  woman. 

The  duke  could  abandon  himself  for  a 
long  time  to  the  attraction  Maria  exercised 
over  him,  without  the  smallest  cloud  casting 
a  shadow  over  the  peace  of  his  wife's  heart, 
calm  in  its  heavenly  purity.  Neverthe- 
less, he,  till  then  so  affectionate,  began  to 
neglect  her  more  and  more  every  day.  .  The 
duchess  wept,  but  was  silent.  Rumours  of 
her  husband's  attachment  to  the  new  singer 
reached  her  ears,  and  she  wept  more  and 
more,  though  disbelieving  them. 
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Then  the  duke  took  Stein  to  his  house,  to 
give  lessons  to  his  son,  and  wished,  as  we 
have  said,  that  Maria  should  teach  his 
daughter,  a  sweet  little  creature  about  eleven 
years  old. 

Leonor  vehemently  opposed  this  last  pro- 
posal, on  the  ground  that  she  could  not  allow 
an  actress  to  be  brought  into  contact  with 
her  innocent  child.  The  duke,  accustomed 
to  ready  submission  from  his  wife,  saw 
nothing  in  this  opposition  but  the  scruples 
of  a  devotee,  and  want  of  knowledge  of  the 
world ;  accordingly  he  persisted  in  his  idea. 
The  duchess  yielded,  following  the  advice  of 
her  confessor ;  but  she  wept  bitterly,  influ- 
enced now  by  a  double  motive. 

She  treated  Maria  with  every  mark  of 
consideration;  with  cold  reserve,  but  po- 
litely. 

Leonor,  following  her  quiet  inclinations, 
lived  in  great  retirement ;  the  few  visits  she 
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received  were  from  relations,  priests,  and 
some  very  intimate  friends.  So  she  was 
present  with  unfailing  perseverance  at  her 
daughter's  lessons,  and  took  so  much  pains 
that  she  should  never  be  out  of  her  sight  on 
these  occasions,  that 'Maria  could  not  help 
being  offended. 

The  duchess's  visitors  had  only  a  distant 
bow  for  the  prima  donna,  and  never  spoke  a 
word  to  her,  so  that  the  position  she  held  in 
this  noble  house  was  extremely  humiliating 
to  a  woman  whom  the  public  of  Madrid  wor- 
shipped on  their  knees. 

Maria  felt  it,  and  her  pride  was  roused ; 
but,  as  the  duchess  was  never  wanting  in 
perfect  courtesy,  as  no  contemptuous  smile, 
or  haughty  glance  ever  appeared  on  her  grave 
and  beautiful  face,  Maria  had  no  cause  of 
complaint.  Besides,  she  knew  that  the  duke 
was  too  proud  and  sensitive  to  allow  any  one 
to  complain  to  him  of  his  wife.  She  had 
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sufficient  penetration  to  feel  that  she  had 
better  be  silent,  and  not  lose  the  duke's 
friendship,  which  flattered  her ;  his  patronage, 
which  was  necessary  to  her ;  and  his  presents, 
which  were  most  agreeable  to  her.  So  she 
determined  to  conceal  her  feelings,  till  some 
opportunity  should  occur  of  ending  her  dis- 
agreeable situation. 

One  day  when  she  entered  the  duchess's 
house,  dressed  in  silk  and  lace,  and  covered 
with  jewels,  according  to  her  usual  custom, 
she  met  there  the  Marquis  of  Elda,  father  to 
the  duchess,  and  the  Bishop  of  N.  The  mar- 
quis was  a  grave,  old  man,  a  perfect  gentle- 
man of  the  old  school.  He  was  a  Spaniard 
all  over,  a  genuine  Catholic  and  royalist. 
He  had  retired  from  court,  since  the  death  of 
the  king,  whom  he  had  served  in  the  war  of 
Independence.  There  was  a  little  coolness 
between  the  marquis  and  his  son-in-law, 
whom  the  former  accused  of  lowering  himself 
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too  much  to  the  ideas  of  the  age ;  and  this 
coolness  increased  when  the  rumours  relating 
to  Marisalada  came  to  the  ears  of  the  strictly 
virtuous  old  gentleman.  When  Maria  en- 
tered the  drawing-room,  the  duchess  rose, 
intending,  out  of  respect  for  her  visitors,  to 
dispense  with  the  lesson  that  day.  But  the 
bishop,  who  knew  nothing  of  what  was  going 
on,  expressed  a  wish  to  hear  the  little  girl, 
who  was  his  godchild,  sing.  The  duchess  sat 
down  again,  saluted  Maria  with  her  usual 
politeness,  and  sent  for  her  daughter,  who 
was  not  long  in  making  her  appearance. 
Scarcely  had  the  child  ended  the  last  notes 
of  the  Prayer  of  Desdemona,  when  three 
gentle  knocks  were  heard  at  the  door. 

"  Come  in !  come  in  ! "  said  the  duchess, 
showing  that  she  knew  who  it  was  by  the 
manner  of  knocking,  and,  with  a  vivacity  that 
Maria  had  never  before  seen  in  her,  she  rose 
quickly,  and  hastened  to  meet  her  visitor. 
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But  Maria  was  still  more  surprised  on 
seeing  the  new  corner.  She  was  an  ugly 
woman,  some  'fifty  years  of  age,  and  very 
common-looking.  Her  dress  was  as  coarse 
as  it  was  unbecoming  and  strange. 

The  duchess  received  her  with  every  mark 
of  consideration,  and  with  a  warmth  of  man- 
ner, that  was  all  the  more  remarkable  from  its 
contrast  with  the  icy  reserve  she  showed  the 
prima  donna.  She  took  her  by  the  hand, 
and  presented  her  to  the  bishop.  Marisalada 
was  puzzled  what  to  think.  She  had  never 
seen  any  one  so  dressed,  nor  any  one  who 
appeared  to  her  less  fitted  for  the  position 
she  seemed  to  hold  with  people  of  such  dis- 
tinction and  high  rank.  After  a  quarter  of 
an  hour's  animated  conversation,  this  person 
rose.  It  was  raining.  The  marquis  offered 
her  his  coach,  pressing  her  to  accept  it,  but 
the  duchess  said,  "  Father,  I  have  ordered 
mine  to  be  prepared."  So  saying,  she  accom- 
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panied  to  the  door  the  mysterious  guest, 
who  declined  most  firmly  to  make  use  of 
any  carriage. 

"Come,  my  child,"  said  the  duchess  to 
her  daughter,  "  ask  permission  of  your 
mistress,  and  come  and  kiss  your  good 

friend." 

Maria  did  not  know  what  to  think  of  all 

that  she  saw  and  heard. 

The  child  embraced  the  person  whom  the 
duchess  called  her  good  friend. 

"  Who  is  this  woman  ?  "  Maria  asked  her 
when  she  returned  to  her  place. 

"  She  is  a  Sister  of  Charity,"  replied  the 
child. 

Maria  was  humiliated.  Her  pride,  that 
struggled  boldly  against  every  sort  of 
superiority,  that  defied  the  dignity  of 
nobility,  the  rivalry  of  fellow  artistes,  the 
power  of  authority,  and  even  the  prero- 
gatives of  genius,  bowed  itself  like  a  reed 
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before  the  grandeur  and  sublimity  of 
virtue. 

Shortly  after,  she  rose  to  go  away.  It 
still  rained. 

"There  is  a  carriage  at  your  disposal," 
said  the  duchess,  taking  leave  of  her. 

Going  down  to  the  court,  Maria  saw  that 
they  were  taking  the  horses  out  of  the 
duchess's  carriage. 

A  footman  respectfully  let  down  the  steps 
of  a  hackney-coach  for  her,  Maria  entered  it, 
her  heart  filled  with  impotent  rage. 

The  following  day,  she  positively  declared 
to  the  duke  that  she  would  not  continue  to 
give  lessons  to  his  daughter.  She  was 
careful  to  conceal  the  real  motive,  and  was 
cunning  enough  to  make  it  appear  that  she 
refused  to  divulge  it,  from  good  feel- 
ings. 

The  duke,  blinded  as  much  by  his  infatua- 
tion for  Maria,  as  by  the  skill  of  which  she 
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well  knew  how  to  avail  herself,  took  for 
granted  that  his  wife  had  given  her  some 
cause  for  this  determination,  and,  in  conse- 
quence, was  more  than  ever  cold  to  her. 


(     143     ) 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

THE  arrival  at  Madrid  of  the  celebrate  singer 
Tenorini,  raised  Maria's  glory  to  its  zenith, 
by  the  admiration  with  which  that  colossus 
of  song  loaded  her,  and  the  earnest  desire  he 
showed  to  sing,  accompanied  by  a  voice  so 
worthy  of  being  joined  with  his  own. 

Tonino  Tenorini,  alias  the  Great,  had 
sprung  no  one  knew  whence.  Some  said  he 
had  come  into  the  world  like  Castor  and 
Pollux,  out  of  an  egg, — not  a  swan's,  but  a 
nightingale's.  His  splendid  and  noisy  career 
began  at  Naples,  where  he  totally  eclipsed 
Vesuvius. 

Afterwards  he  went  to  Milan,  thence  in 
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succession  to  Florence,  St.  Petersburg,  and 
Constantinople.  Now  he  had  just  returned 
from  New  York,  vid  Havannah,  and  thought 
of  going  to  Paris,  whose  inhabitants,  enraged 
at  not  having  yet  given  their  decisive  vote 
on  so  gigantic  a  reputation,  had  got  up  a 
revolution  to  get  rid  of  their  bile.  Thence, 
Tenorini  purposed  to  honour  London  with 
his  presence,  where  the  lovers  of  music  had 
had  a  terrible  fit  of  the  spleen  from  pure 
envy,  and  where  the  season  was  in  danger  of 
committing  suicide  if  the  great  notability 
did  not  take  pity  on  the  evils  that  his  ab- 
sence was  causing. 

A  strange  thing,  and  which  astonished 
all  the  Polos  and  all  the  Eloisas !  This  sub- 
lime artist  did  not  come  borne  on  the  wings 
of  genius !  The  ill-bred  dolphins  of  the 
ocean  did  not  carry  him  on  their  philhar- 
monic backs,  as  in  happier  times  those  of 
the  Mediterranean  bore  Arion.  Tenorini 
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arrived  in  the  diligence.  How  dread- 
ful! 

And,  what's  more — carried  a  carpet-bag ! 

They  had  planned  to  celebrate  his  entry 
by  a  general  peal  of  all  the  bells  in  the  city, 
by  illuminating  the  houses,  and  by  making  a 
triumphal  arch  with  all  the  instruments  of 
the  orchestra  of  the  circus. 

The  alcalde  would  not  consent  to  it,  and  it 
was  a  mere  chance  that  the  retrograding  old 
crab  was  not  waited  upon  with  a  cencerrada.* 

While  Maria  was  sharing  with  the  great 
singer,  the  huge  ovation  that  the  public,  who 
humbly  worshipped  them,  offered  them  on 
their  knees,  a  scene  of  a  different  character 
was  taking  place  in  the  lowly  hut  which  she 
had  left  little  more  than  a  year  before. 

Pedro  Santalo  lay  dying  on  his  bed. 
Since  his  daughter's  departure  he  had  never 

*  A  noise  made  with  bells  and  horns  at  the  door  of  an  old 
bridegroom  on  the  day  of  his  marriage. 
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raised  his  head.  He  kept  his  eyes  closed, 
never  opening  them,  except  to  fix  them  for 
a  moment  on  the  room  Maria  had  occupied, 
which  was  only  separated  from  his  by  the 
narrow  passage  which  led  to  the  attic. 
Everything  in  it  remained  precisely  as  his 
daughter  had  left  it.  Her  guitar  hung  on 
the  wall  with  a  bow  of  ribbon,  which  had 
once  been  rose-coloured,  but  now  was  shape- 
less, like  a  broken  promise,  and  faded  as  a 
memory  that  has  passed  away.  On  the  bed 
lay  an  Indian  silk-handkerchief,  and  a  pair 
of  little  shoes  peeped  out  from  under  a 
chair.  Old  Maria  was  seated  by  the 
invalid's  pillow. 

"  Come,  come,  tio  Pedro,"  she  said ; 
"  forget  that  you  are  a  Catalan,  and  don't  be 
so  obstinate ;  allow  yourself  to  be  ruled  for 
once  in  your  life,  and  come  back  with  us  to 
the  monastery.  You  know  there  is  plenty 
of  room  for  you  there.  I  can  look  after  you 
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better,  and  you  would  not  be  left  here  iso- 
lated and  alone,  like  a  head  of  asparagus." 

The  fisherman  did  not  reply. 

"  Pedro,"  continued  Maria,  "  Don  Modesto 
has  written  two  letters,  and  has  put  them 
into  the  post,  which  they  say  is  the  quickest 
and  safest  way  now." 

"  She  will  not  come,"  murmured  the  sick 
man. 

"  But  her  husband  will  come ;  and  just 
now  that's  the  most  important  matter." 

"  Marisalada !  Marisalada ! "  exclaimed 
the  poor  father. 

An  hour  after  this  conversation,  tia  Maria 
was  oil  her  way  to  the  monastery,  without 
having  succeeded  in  persuading  the  obstinate 
Catalan  to  be  removed  thither.  The  good 
old  woman  was  mounted  on  the  noted 
Golondrina,  the  most  ancient  and  gentlest 
member  of  the  fraternity  of  donkeys,  in  the 
whole  district.  The  date  of  her  baptism 
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being  so  remote,  we  have  never  ascertained 
to  what  cause  she  owed  the  name  of  Golon- 
drina  (swallow) ;  but  we  feel  certain  that  she 
never  made  the  slightest  attempt,  not  only 
at  flying,  but  even  at  running ;  nor  was  it 
ever  observed  that  she  had  the  smallest 
inclination  to  migrate  in  autumn  to  the 
regions  of  Africa. 

Momo,  a  man  now,  and  as  ugly  as  ever, 
was  driving  the  ass. 

"  I  say,  grandmother,"  he  asked,  "  are 
these  daily  pleasure-trips  to  this  old  sea- 
wolf,  going  to  last  much  longer  ?  " 

"  Probably,"  replied  his  grandmother 
"as  he  won't  come  to  the  convent.  I  fear 
he'll  die  if  he  doesn't  see  his  daughter." 

"  I  shan't  die  of  that  complaint,"  said 
Momo,  bursting  into  a  horse-laugh. 

"  Listen,  my  lad ;  I've  no  great  faith  in 
the  post,"  said  Maria,  "  for  all  they  may  say 
of  its  safety ;  neither  has  Don  Modesto.  It 
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seems  to  me,  that  if  Don  Federico  and 
Marisalada  are  to  know  of  Pedro's  illness, 
there  is  nothing  to  be  done  but  for  you  to 
go  yourself  to  Madrid  and  tell  them ;  for, 
after  all,  we  can't  stand  by  with  our  arms 
folded,  and  see  a  father  die,  calling  for  his 
child,  without  trying  to  bring  her  to  him." 

"  I !  I  go  to  Madrid  to  look  for  Gaviota !  " 
exclaimed  Momo,  horrified.  "Are  you  in 
your  right  senses  ?  " 

"So  much  in  my  senses,  that  if  you 
won't  go.  I  shall.  I  was  at  Cadiz  without 
losing  myself,  or  coming  to  any  harm,  and 
nothing  would  happen  if  I  went  to  Madrid. 
It  cuts  me  to  the  heart  to  hear  this  poor 
father  crying  out  for  his  child.  But  you, 
Momo,  have  no  feelings,  I  say  it  with 
sorrow :  I  can't  think  from  whom  you  got 
your  bad  heart,  not  from  your  father  or 
mother's  race ;  however,  there's  a  Judas  in 
every  family." 
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"  The  very  devil  himself,  who  thinks  of 
nothing  but  how  to  torment  a  Christian, 
could  not  invent  anything  worse,"  muttered 
Momo ;  "  and  more  than  that,  since  he  puts 
such  nonsense  into  your  head,  it  is  for  him 
to  carry  it  out.  I  don't  see  why  he  should 
give  me  a  walk  that  will  leave  me  crippled 
in  feet  and  legs  for  at  least  a  month."  So 
thinking,  Momo  vented  his  rage  by  striking 
poor  Golondrina  cruelly. 

"  You  savage  ! "  cried  his  grandmother, 
"  why  do  you  beat  the  poor  animal  ?  " 

"  Why  not  ?  she  was  bora  to  be  beaten," 
said  Momo. 

"  Where  did  you  pick  up  such  a  heresy  ? 
Where,  you  soul  of  Herod  ?  nobody  knows 
how  I  pity  the  poor  animals,  who  suffer 
without  complaining,  and  without  being 
able  to  resist,  without  consolation,  and  with- 
out reward." 

"  Your  compassion,  grandmother,  is  like 
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the  canopy  of  heaven,  it  covers  every- 
thing." 

"  Yes,  child,  yes,  and  God  forbid  that  I 
should  ever  see  sorrow  without  pitying  it, 
or  be  as  heartless  as  those  who  refuse  to 
weep  with  those  who  weep/' 

"  As  far  as  one's  neighbour  is  concerned, 
you're  all  right ;  but  for  animals — what  the 
devil—" 

"  And  perhaps  they  don't  feel  ?  Perhaps 
they're  not  God's  creatures?  Listen;  we 
are  laden  with  the  curse  and  punishment 
that  the  sin  of  the  first  man  entailed ;  but 
what  fault  did  the  Adam  and  Eve  of  asses 
commit,  that  the  poor  animals  should  have 
such  a  hard  life  ?  " 

"They  may  have  eaten  the  peel  of  the 
apple,"  said  Momo,  with  a  loud  laugh. 

Just  then,  they  met  Manuel  and  Jose, 
who  were  going  towards  the  monas- 
tery. 
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"  How  is  tio  Pedro,  mother  ? "  asked  the 
former. 

"  111,  my  son,  very  ill ;  it  breaks  my 
heart  to  see  him  so  ill,  so  sad,  and  so  lonely. 
I  wanted  him  to  come  home  with  us,  but  it 
would  be  easier  to  move  Fort  San  Cristobal, 
than  that  stubborn  man !  Not  even  a 
twenty-four  pounder  would  bring  him. 
Brother  Gabriel  must  go,  and  stay  with  him, 
and  it  would  be  well  for  Momo  to  go  to 
Madrid  to  bring  back  his  daughter  and  Don 
Federico." 

"Let  him  go,"  said  Manuel,  "he  will  see 
the  world  on  his  way." 

"I!"  exclaimed  Momo,  "how  am  I  to 

go?" 

"  By  putting  one  foot  before  the  other," 
replied  his  father ;  "  are  you  afraid  of  being 
lost,  or  of  being  eaten  up  on  the  way  ?  " 

"  I've  no  wish  to  go,"  said  Momo,  ex- 
asperated. 
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"  Then  I'll  give  you  the  wish  with  an 
olive-stick,  you  mule ! "  said  his  father. 

Momo  set  off  on  his  journey,  cursing 
Pedro  and  his  daughter,  and  in  company 
with  some  muleteers  from  the  mountains  of 
Aracena,  who  had  come  to  Yillamar  to  buy 
fish. 

He  arrived  at  Yalverde,  and  thence  pass- 
ing by  Aracena,  Oliva,  and  Barcarota; 
reached  Badajoz,  through  which  passes  the 
old  highroad  from  Madrid  to  Andalusia. 
Thence  he  went  On  without  further  delay  to 
the  capital. 

Don  Modesto  had  copied,  in  letters  the 
size  of  walnuts,  the  address  of  the  house 
where  Stein  lived,  which  the  latter  had  sent 
him  on  their  arrival  at  Madrid. 

Momo  walked  about  the  city,  with  this 
paper  in  his  hand,  chanting  a  novel  litany 
of  curses  against  the  Gaviota,  at  every 
step. 
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One  evening  old  Maria  returned  from  the 
poor  fisherman's  cabin  more  disheartened 
than  ever. 

"Dolores,"  she  said,  to  her  daughter-in- 
law,  "  tio  Pedro  is  leaving  us.  This  morn- 
ing he  was  rolling  up  his  sheets,  which  is 
the  same  as  packing  up  his  clothes,  for  that 
journey  from  which  no  one  returns.  Pa- 
lomo,  who  was  with  me,  began  howling. 
And  these  people  don't  come  !  I  feel  as  if 
I  had  cold  water  running  down  my  back ! 
Surely  Momo  should  have  returned  by  this 
time :  he's  been  ten  days  away." 

"  Mother,"  replied  Dolores,  "  there's  a 
deal  of  ground  to  go  over  between  this  and 
Madrid.  Manuel  said  he  could  not  return 
till  four  or  five  days'  hence." 

But  what  was  the  surprise  of  both,  when 
suddenly  the  identical  Momo  appeared  in 
person  before  them,  looking  frightened  and 
ill  at  ease ! 
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"  Momo !  "  exclaimed  both  together. 

"  The  same,  in  soul  and  body,"  he  re- 
plied. 

"And  Marisalada?"  inquired  Maria, 
anxiously. 

"And  Don  Federico?  "  added  Dolores. 

"  You  may  wait  till  the  day  of  judgment 
to  see  them,"  replied  Momo.  "  Well,  I've 
had  a  precious  journey !  thanks  to  my  re- 
spected grandmother,  I've  had  the  pleasure 
of  finding  myself  in  a  nice  scrape, 
and—" 

"  But  what  is  the  matter  with  you  ? 
What,  has  happened  to  you  ?  "  asked  his 
grandmother  and  mother. 

"  You  shall  hear ;  in  order  that  you  may 
admire  the  judgments  of  God,  and  that  you 
may  bless  Him  for  seeing  me  again,  safe 
and  free,  thanks  to  my  having  a  good  pair 
of  legs." 

The  two  women  were  terrified  at  hearing 
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these  words,  which  seemed  to  announce 
something  very  serious. 

"  Tell  us,  man,  at  once,  what  has  hap- 
pened !  "  cried  both  again.  "  Can't  you  see 
that  our  souls  are  hanging  on  a  thread  ?  " 

"  When  I  got  to  Madrid,"  began  Momo, 
"and  found  myself  alone  in  that  den  of 
beggars,  my  flesh  began  to  creep.  Every 
street  seemed  to  me  a  soldier,  every  plaza  a 
patrol  With  the  commandant's  paper  in 
my  hand,  —  and  it  seemed  as  if  that 
bit  of  paper  could  talk, — I  went  into  a 
tavern,  where  I  met  a  half-drunken,  good 
sort  of  fellow,  who  took  me  to  the  .house 
that  the  paper  spoke  of.  There  the  servants 
told  me  that  their  master  and  mistress  were 
out,  and  with  that  were  going  to  shut  the 
door  in  my  face,  but  the  fools  didn't  know 
with  whom  they  had  to  deal.  '  Hallo ! '  says 
I  to  them,  '  do  you  know  who  you're  talk- 
ing to  ?  I'm  nobody's  servant,  and  I'm  not 


THE    SEA-GULL.  157 

come  to  beg  for  anything,  though  I  might 
well  do  so,  for  it  was  into  my  house  Don 
Federico  was  received  when  he  was  dying, 
and  hadn't  even  a  bed  to  die  upon. ' 

"  Did  you  say  that,  Momo  ?  "  exclaimed 
his  grandmother.  "  Shame  on  you !  Such 
things  are  not  talked  about.  What  will 
they* think  of  us?  To  throw  a  favour  in 
their  teeth!  Who  ever  heard  of  such  a 
thing!" 

"  What !  I  shouldn't  have  said  it?  Vaya ! 
I  said  a  great  deal  more.  That  you  may 
know  all  about  it,  I  said  that  it  was  my 
grandmother  who  took  their  mistress  into 
her  house,  when  she  had  made  herself  ill  by 
sheer  running  about  and  screeching  upon  the 
rocks,  like  a  Sea-Gull  as  she  was.  The  fools 
looked  at  one  another,  laughed,  and  made 
game  of  me,  saying  that  I  was  mistaken, 
and  that  she  was  the  daughter  of  a  general 
in  Don  Carlos's  army.  A  general's  daughter ! 
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Do  you  understand?  Tell  that  to  the  Moors ! 
Where  could  you  find  such  a  barefaced  liar  ? 
To  say  that  tio  Pedro  is  a  general !  Tio 
Pedro,  who  never  served  the  king !  At  last 
I  told  them  that  the  message  I  brought  was 
urgent,  and  that  all  I  wanted  was  to  get 
away  as  soon  as  I  could,  out  of  sight  of 
them,  of  their  mistress,  and  of  Madrid. 
4  Nicolas,'  then  said  a  young  girl,  who  looked 
about  as  brazenfaced  as  her  mistress,  *  take 
this  gander  to  the  theatre,  he'll  see  the 
senora  there.'  Please  to  remark  that  when 
she  spoke  of  me,  she  most  impudently  said 
1  gander,'  and  when  she  spoke  of  that  rascally 
Gaviota,  she  said  *  senora  ! '  Could  one 
believe  it !  It's  the  way  of  Madrid, — con- 
found the  place ! 

"  Well,  then  the  servant  put  on  his  hat,  and 
took  me  to  a  very  big,  and  very  high  house, 
something  like  a  church,  only  that  instead  of 
wax-tapers,  it  had  lamps  that  blazed  like 
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the  sun.  There  were  seats  all  round,  in 
which,  stiff  as  spindles,  were  seated  more 
than  ten  thousand  women,  made  up  for  show, 
like  bottles  in  a  chemist's  shop.  Below,  were 
as  many  men  as  ants  on  an  ant-hill.  Holy 
Virgin !  I  can't  think,  where  so  many  people 
came  from.  But  that's  nothing.  Says  I  to 
my  waistcoat,  what  heaps  of  bread  they  must 
eat  in  Madrid.  But  now  prepare  to  be 
astonished!  All  these  people  had  got  to- 
gether, what  for,  do  you  think  ? — To  hear 
the  Gaviota  sing ! ! ! ! " 

Momo  paused — his  hands,  spread  out  and 
lifted  as  high  as  his  head. 

Old  Maria  nodded  her  head,  in  token  of 
satisfaction. 

"  I  don't  see  anything  in  all  this  to*  have 
sent  you  back  in  such  a  hurry  and  so 
frightened,"  said  Dolores. 

"  You'll  see,  you'll  see.  Wait  a  bit !  I'm 
not  a  gun.  I  can't  go  off  all  at  once — I'm 
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telling  you  things  as  they  passed. — Then, 
mark  you,  all  of  a  sudden,  more  than  a 
thousand  instruments  struck  up  at  once, 
trumpets,  pipes,  and  fiddles,  as  big  as  con- 
fessionals, which  they  played  from  below. — 
Maria  Santissima !  It  was  fit  to  stun  one !  I 
gave  a  tremendous  start,  more  fool  I — " 

"  But  whence  came  all  this  music  ?  "  asked 
his  mother. 

"  How  can  I  tell  ?  They  must  have  col- 
lected all  the  catgut  in  Spain. — But  that's  not 
the  best  of  it. — Listen  to  this.  Suddenly, 
without  our  knowing  how  or  why,  a  sort  of 
garden,  which  was  in  front,  vanished.  It 
seemed  as  if  the  devil  had  carried  it  off." 

"  What  are  you  telling  us,  Momo  ?  " 

"Nothing  bat  the  simple  truth.  In  its 
place  appeared  a  sort  of  drawing-room,  with 
carpets  all  round,  which  must  have  belonged 
to  a  palace.  In  it  was  a  woman  with  red 
cheeks  and  with  more  velvets  embroidered 
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with  gold,  and  more  trinkets  about  her,  then 
the  Yirgen  del  Rosario. — 'This  is  Queen 
Dona  Isabel  II.,'  said  I  to  myself — but  no,  it 
was  not  the  Queen.  Can  you  guess  who  it 
was?  Neither  more  nor  less  than  the 
Gaviota,  the  insolent  Gaviota,  who  used  to 
go  about  here  without  shoes  or  stockings! 
"What  just  before  had  happened  to  the  garden, 
had  now  happened  to  her,  the  devil  had  taken 
the  barelegged  Gaviota,  and  put  a  princess  in 
her  place.  My  blood  curdled.  Suddenly 
entered  a  great  senor,  in  very  fine  clothes. 
How  he  did  storm !  "What  a  rage  he  was  in ! 
he  rolled  his  eyes — '  Caramba ! '  says  I  to  my 
waistcoat,  'I  wouldn't  like  to  be  in  that 
Gaviota's  skin ! '  What  astonished  me  most  was 
that  they  quarrelled  singing.  Vaya  !  it  must 
be  the  way  of  doing  that  sort  of  thing  between 
people  of  rank.  I  couldn't  understand  well, 
what  they  were  saying.  All  I  could  make  out 
was,  that  he  was  Don  Carlos's  General,  for  she 
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called  him  father,  but  he  wouldn't  own  her  as 
his  daughter — though  she  begged  him  to  do 
so,  on  her  knees. — '  Serve  her  right ! '  I  called 
out  loudly,  *  the  barefaced  impostor ! ' 

"  Why  did  you  meddle  in  the  affair  ? " 
asked  his  grandmother. 

"Why?  because  I  knew  her  well  enough, 
and  could  swear  to  her.  Silence  gives  con- 
sent. It  seemed,  however,  that  the  truth 
mustn't  be  spoken  there,  for  my  neighbour, 
a  police  officer,  turned  round,  and  said,  '  Will 
you  be  silent,  my  friend  ? ' 

"  '  I'd  rather  not,'  I  replied,  '  and  I'll  pro- 
claim, at  the  top  of  my  voice,  that  this  man 
is  not  her  father.' 

"  'Are  you  mad,  or  have  you  come  from  the 
Batuecas  f '  *  asked  the  impudent  fellow. 

" '  Neither  one  nor  the  other,  Sir  Impu- 
dence,' I  replied.  '  I'm  a  great  deal  more 

*  Certain  people  who  lived  formerly  in  the  wilderness  be- 
tween Soria  and  Burgos,  and  who  were  almost  savages. 
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sane  than  you  are.  I  come  from  Yillamar, 
where  her  lawful  father,  Pedro  Santalo, 
lives.' 

"  '  You  are  a  rough  lump  of  corkwood,' 
said  the  Madrilenito ;  '  take  care  you  don't 
get  your  bark  knocked  off.' 

"  I  got  into  a  passion,  and  raised  my  hand 
to  give  him  a  box  on  the  ear,  when  Nicolas 
seized  me  by  the  arm,  and  led  me  out  of  the 
theatre  to  have  a  drink  of  something. 

" '  I  understand  all  about  it,'  I  said.  '  This 
is  the  general  whom  that  renegade  Gaviota 
calls  her  father.  I've  heard  of  many  acts 
of  wickedness,  of  murders,  robberies,  and  pi- 
racies, but  I  never  heard  of  disowning  one's 
father,  in  all  my  life ! '  Nicolas  was  fit  to 
burst  with  laughing ;  it  seems  that  such 
wickedness  doesn't  alarm  them  over  there. 
When  we  returned  to  our  places,  it  seemed 
that  the  general  had  ordered  the  Gaviota 
to  take  off  all  her  fine  clothes,  for  she  was 
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entirely  dressed  in  white,  as  if  she  were  in 
her  graveclothes.  She  began  to  sing,  ac- 
companying herself  with  a  big  guitar,  which 
she  placed  upright  on  the  ground,  and  played 
with  both  hands — an  invention  of  the  crea- 
ture's, I  suppose.  And  now  comes  the  tit- 
bit of  my  story.  Suddenly  a  Moor  ap- 
peared— 

"  A  Moor  ?  " 

**  Ay !  and  such  a  Moor !  blacker  and 
fiercer  than  Mahomet  himself,  with  a  dagger 
in  his  hand  as  big  as  a  cutlass.  I  was  fit  to 
die  of  fright." 

"  Jesus  Maria ! "  exclaimed  his  grand- 
mother and  mother. 

"  I  asked  Nicolas  who  this  fire-eater  was, 
and  he  said  he  was  called  Telo.  To  cut  it 
short,  the  Moor  told  Gaviota  that  he  had 
come  to  kill  her." 

"  Yirgen  del  Carmen ! "  cried  Maria.  "  Was 
it  the  executioner  ?  " 
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"  I  don't  know  whether  it  was  the  heads- 
man or  a  hired  murderer,"-  replied  Momo. 
"  All  that  I  know  is,  that  he  seized  her  by 
the  hair,  and  stabbed  her  several  times.  I 
saw  it  with  these  eyes,  which  one  day  must 
turn  into  dust,  and  I  can  swear  to  the  fact." 

Momo  placed  his  two  fingers  under  his 
eyes,  and  pressed  them  with  such  force,  that 
they  almost  started  from  their  sockets.  The 
two  good  women  cried  aloud.  Maria  sobbed 
bitterly,  wringing  her  hands  with  grief. 

"But  what  did  all  the  spectators  do?" 
asked  Dolores,  weeping.  "  Did  nobody  arrest 
the  cruel  man  ?  " 

"  That  I  don't  know,"  said  Momo ;  "  for  I 
was  so  frightened  at  what  I  had  seen,  that  I 
took  to  my  heels  lest  they  should  call  me  as 
a  witness,  and  never  stopped  running  till  I 
had  put  some  leagues  between  the  city  of 
Madrid,  and  my  father's  son." 

"  We  must  hide  this  bad  news  from  poor 
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Pedro,"  said  Maria,  between  her  sobs.  "  Ah ! 
how  sad ! " 

"  Who  would  have  the  courage  to  tell  him? " 
asked  Dolores.  "  Poor  Marisalada !  you  acted 
like  the  Spaniard,  who,  being  well  off,  wished 
to  be  better,  and  mark  the  result ! " 

"  Every  one  receives  his  just  punishment," 
said  Momo ;  "  that  low-bred  impostor  was 
sure  to  end  badly.  She  couldn't  help  it.  If 
I  weren't  so  tired,  I'd  step  over  and  tell 
Raton  Perez  all  about  it." 


(     167     ) 


CHAPTER  IX. 

THE  report  that  the  fisherman's  daughter 
had  been  assassinated,  soon  spread  over  the 
whole  place,  so  that  the  stupid  and  way- 
ward Momo,  who,  aided  by  his  ill-will  and 
selfishness,  had  believed  all  he  saw  in  the 
theatre  to  be  real,  had  not  only  made  a 
useless  journey,  inasmuch  as  his  commission 
remained  unfulfilled,  but  had  also  through 
his  unteachable  stupidity  led  the  good  peo- 
ple of  the  place  into  the  same  mistake  that 
he  had  made. 

Don  Modesto' s  face  lengthened  at  least 
two  inches. 

The  cura  said  a  mass  for  Maria's  soul. 
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Ramon  Perez  tied  a  black  ribbon  on  to  his 
guitar. 

Rosa  Mistica  said  to  Don  Modesto, — 
"  May  God  pardon  her.     I  predicted  that 
she  would  end  badly.     You  remember  that 
the  more  I  wished  to  lead  her  to  the  right, 
the  more  she  inclined  to  the  left." 

Maria,  thinking  that  in  consequence  of 
this  catastrophe,  it  would  not  be  possible 
for  Don  Federico  to  come  then,  decided  to 
trust  Pedro  to  the  care  of  the  young  doctor, 
who  had  succeeded  Stein  at  Villamar.  "  I 
have  no  faith  in  his  skill,"  she  said  to  Don 
Modesto,  who  had  recommended  him  ;  "  he 
prescribes  nothing  but  warm  water,  and 
there's  nothing  more  weakening  to  the  sto- 
mach. For  nourishment  he  orders  chicken 
broth.  Now  I  should  like  to  know  what 
strength  there  can  be  in  such  slops  ?  Every- 
thing is  changed,  my  commandant  •,  but  in 
a  little  while  people  will  be  undeceived,  and 
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ill  return  to  that  which  the  experience  of 

• 

many  centuries  has  proved  good ;  as  after 
one  thousand  years  the  waters  return  by 
the  way  they  used  to  flow.  That  which 
daring  hands  now  throw  down  will  be  raised 
up  again,  but  not  till  many  souls  have  been 
sent  to  perdition,  and  many  bodies  to  the 
grave." 

The  doctor  found  Pedro  so  ill  that  he 
declared  it  would  be  necessary  to  prepare 
him  for  death.  On  hearing  this  sentence, 
old  Maria  wept  bitterly  ;  she  called  Manuel, 
and  charged  him  to  tell  the  sick  man,  with  all 
due  precaution, as  she  hadn't  the  heart  to  do  it. 

Manuel  entered  the  sick  man's  room. 

"  Hallo !  tio  Pedro,"  said  he ;  u  how  are 
we  going  on  ?  " 

"We  are  going  under,  Manuel,"  replied 
the  patient.  "  Have  you  anything  for  the 
next  world  ?  Tell  me  quick,  for  I  am 
weighing  anchor,  my  lad." 
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"  Nay,    tio    Pedro,  you've  not  come  to 

• 

that  yet.  You'll  live  longer  than  I.  Still, 
as  the  proverb  says,  talkin^jpXdying_doesn't 
kill ;  and  I  was  going  to  say — " 

"  Say  no  more,  Manuel,"  replied  Pedro, 
quietly.  "  Tell  your  mother  that  I  am 
ready.  For  some  time  I  have  foreseen  this 
moment,  and  I  have  thought  but  of  it,  and 
(in  a  low  and  fatigued  voice)  of  her." 

Manuel  left  the  room,  wiping  his  eyes, 
much  moved,  notwithstanding  that  he  had 
seen  so  much  blood  and  so  many  deaths  in 
his  military  career ;  for  true  it  is  that  the 
most  stoical  soul  will  melt  at  the  sight  of 
death. 

The  day  after,  there  raged  one  of  those 
violent  storms  which  the  equinox  brings 
with  it.  The  wind  roared  in  different  keys, 
like  a  hydra  whose  seven  heads  are  hissing 
all  together.  It  dashed  itself  against  the 
hut,  which  creaked  ominously;  its  echoes 
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were  heard,  mournful  among  the  arches  of  the 
lofty  ruins  of  the  fort ;  loud  among  the  dis- 
turbed branches  of  the  pine-trees,  plaintive 
among  the  trembling  reeds  of  the  namzo, 
and  moaning  over  the  plain  as  it  died  away, 
like  a  shadow  that  gradually  passes  from  a 
landscape.  The  sea  tossed  the  waves  of  her 
bosom,  angry  and  violent  as  a  fury  shaking 
the  snakes  of  her  hair.  The  clouds,  like 
the  Danaids,  succeeded  one  another  unceas- 
ingly, each  pouring  forth  torrents  of  rain, 
which  fell  violently  upon  the  branches  of 
the  trees,  breaking  them  off;  its  streams 
making  deep  furrows  in  the  ground.  Every- 
thing shook,  trembled,  and  complained.  The 
sun  had  fled,  leaving  the  day  dark  and 
colourless. 

Although  the  cabin  was  protected  by  the 
rock,  the  tempest  had  carried  away  part  of 
its  roof  during  the  night.  In  order  to  pre- 
vent its  total  destruction,  Manuel,  aided  by 
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Momo,  weighted  it  with  stones  they  brought 
from  the  ruins. 

"  So  you're  already  tired  of  lodging  your 
master,"  said  Manuel ;  "  wait,  at  least,  till 
he  dies  before  you  fall  down." 

If  any  glance  but  that  of  God  could  have 

reached   that  desert,  through  the   tempest 

• 
which  was  lashing  it,  it  would  have  seen  a 

small  troop  of  men  walking  in  a  direction 
parallel  to  the  sea-shore,  braving  the  fury  of 
the  storm,  muffled  in  their  cloaks,  silent  and 
absorbed  in  thought,  their  bodies  bent  for- 
ward, and  their  heads  lowered.  A  venerable 
old  man  followed  them,  walking  slowly,  with 
his  arms  crossed  on  his  breast,  after  the 
manner  of  Orientals,  and  preceded  by  a  boy, 
who  from  time  to  time  rang  a  small  bell. 
At  intervals,  in  spite  of  the  storm,  was 
heard  the  quiet,  sonorous  voice  of  the  old 
man,  repeating  these  words:  "  Miserere  mei 
Deus,  secundum  magnam  misericordiam 
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tuain:"  and  the  chorus  of  men  repeated, — 
"  Et  secundum  multitudinem  miserationum 
tuarura  dele  iniquitatem  meam !  " 

The  rain  soaked  them,  and  the  wind  beat 
them,  but  they  pursued,  undaunted,  their 
grave  and  uniform  march. 

They  were    the  cura    and    some    pious 

• 

brother  of  the  fraternity  of  the  Holy  Sacra- 
ment, who,  led  by  Manuel,  were  bearing  to 
a  dying  Christian,,  with  the  last  sacraments, 
the  last  consolations  of  a  Christian. 

Nothing  could,  better  than  what  we  have 
just  described,  give  reality  and  life  to  the 
moral  truth,  that,  amid  the  tumult  and  tem- 
pests of  evil  passions,  the  voice  of  religion 
is  heard  at  intervals,  grave  and  powerful,   / 
soft  and  firm,  even  by  those  who  forget  and  • 
deny  it. 

The  cura  entered  the  sick  man's  room, 
where  everything,  thanks  to  Maria's  and 
Brother  Gabriel's  care,  was  neat  and  clean. 
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On  a  small  table  was  placed  a  crucifix, 
with  lights  and  flowers. 

The  children,  who  were  present,  recited 
these  verses,  which  they  had  learnt  at  the 
same  time  that  they  learnt  to  speak : 

"Jesus  Christ  is  nigh, 
I  for  Him  would  die, 
Who  died  for  me. 

"  All  the  angels  sing, 
All  the  people  bow 
To  the  pitying  King, 
Who  is  coming  now." 

When  the  ceremony  was  concluded,  no 
one  remained  with  the  invalid  but  the  cum, 
Maria,  and  Brother  Gabriel.  Pedro  lay 
perfectly  quiet. 

After  some  time  time  he  opened  his  eyes 
and  said,  "  She  has  not  come  ? " 

"  Pedro,"  replied  Maria,  while  down  her 
wrinkled  cheeks  ran  tears  which  the  sick 
man  could  not  see,  "  it's  very  far  from  here 
to  Madrid.  She  has  written  to  say  that  she 
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is  on  her  way,  and  we  shall  soon  see 
her." 

Santalo  relapsed  into  his  state  of  lethargy. 
An  hour  later  he  recovered  his  senses,  and, 
fixing  his  eyes  on  Maria,  said,  "Maria,  I 
have  prayed  to  my  divine  Saviour,  who  has 
deigned  to  come  to  me,  that  he  may  pardon 
me,  make  her  happy,  and  repay  you  all  you 
have  done  for  us." 

Then  be  fainied,  and  recovering  again, 
opened  his  eyes,  already  glazed  by  death, 
and  murmured  almost  unintelligibly, — 

"  She  has  not  come ! "  His  head  fell  back 
on  the  pillow,  and  in  a  firm,  loud  voice,  he 
cried,  "  Misericordia,  Senor !  " 

"  Repeat  the  Creed,"  said  the  cura,  taking 
the  dying  man's  hands  in  his,  and  putting 
his  mouth  close  to  his  ear,  that  words  of 
faith,  hope,  and  charity  might  reach  his 
understanding  in  the  midst  of  the  rapidly- 
increasing  torpor  of  his  senses. 


17G  THE    SEA-GULL. 

Maria  and  Gabriel  fell  on  their  knees. 

A  calm  and  majestic  silence  reigned  in 
that  humble  chamber,  where  Death  had  now 
entered. 

Outside,  the  storm  was  still  raging  with 
unbridled  fury.  Within,  all  was  repose  and 
peace,  for  God  deprives  Death  of  all  his 
terrors,  when  the  soul  is  wafted  to  heaven 
with  the  cry  of  "  Misericordia !  "  mid  fervent 
hearts  who  repeat  on  earth,  "  Misericordia ! 
Misericordia ! " 


(     177    ) 


CHAPTER  X. 

THE  world  is  made  up  of  contrasts.    This 

,m 
observation  is  neither  very  new  nor  very 

original;  but  every  day  we  see  a  sunrise 
and  a  sunset,  and  every  day  we  wonder  and 
admire,  notwithstanding  the  repetition.  So 
while  the  poor  fisherman  was  offering  to  his 
humble  and  pious  friends,  the  noble  spectacle 
of  the  Christian's  holy  death,  his  daughter 
was  exhibiting  to  the  madly  enthusiastic 
public  of  Madrid,  that  of  a  prima  donna, 
without  one  drop  of  Italian  blood  in  her 
veins,  who  already  eclipsed  the  great  Teno- 
rini  himself  in  his  profession. 

Some  persons  even  were  so  carried  away 

VOL.  II.  N 
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by  their  enthusiasm,  as  to  think  of  going  to 
the  queen  to  beg  her  to  ennoble  Maria,  and 
to  give  her  a  coat-of-arms,  with  a  motto 
similar  to  that  of  the  dukes  of  Yergua,  only 
that  instead  of  "  A  Castillo,  y  a  Leon,  nuevo 
mundo  dio  Colon"*  hers  should  run,  "A 
alia  y  baja  Andalucia,  nueva  gloria  dio 


In  fact,  such  was  the  effect  produced  by 
the  singer  on  the  whole  population  of 
Madrid,  that  no  one  wrote  in  the  counting- 
houses,  or  studied  in  the  colleges.  Even 
the  smokers  forgot  to  go  to  the  estanco.% 
The  tobacco  manufactory  shook  with  indig- 
nation to  its  very  foundations,  though,  as  all 
the  world  knows,  they  are  so  deep  that  they 
reach  to  America. 

All  this  enthusiasm,  which  we  have  so 


*  To  Castile  and  Leon  Columbus  gave  a  new  world, 
f  To  high  and  low  Andalusia  Maria  gave  new  glory. 
|  Depot  where  tobacco  is  sold. 
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feebly  sketched,  displayed  itself  one  night 
at  the  door  of  the  theatre,  in  a  grcmp  of 
young  men  who  were  doing  their  best  to 
commununicate  it  to  two  foreigners  lately 
arrived  at  the  capital.  These  critics  not 
only  praised,  discussed,  and  analyzed  the 
quality  and  flexibility  of  the  organ,  and 
everything  that  made  Maria's  song  so  sur- 
passing, but  they  also  reviewed  her  personal 
charms.  Another  young  man,  muffled  up  to 
his  eyes  in  his  cloak,  was  standing  near  this 
group ;  hitherto  he  had  been  motionless  and 
silent,  but  when  the  conversation  turned  on 
physical  endowments,  he  stamped  angrily  on 
the  ground. 

"I  bet  a  hundred  guineas,  Yizconde  de 
Fadiesc,"  said  our  old  friend  Sir  John  Burn 
wood,  who,  not  having  obtained  leave  to  take 
away  the  Alcazar,  thought  of  making  the  same 
request  with  respect  of  the  Escorial, — "  I  bet 
that  this  woman  would  make  more  noise  in 

N2 
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France  than  Madame  Laffarge,  in  England 
thanJTom  Thumb,  and  in  Italy  than  Kos- 
sini." 

"  I  don't  doubt  it,  Sir  John,"  replied  the 
vicomte. 

"  What  eastern  eyes ! "  added  young  Don 
Celestino  Armenia.  "  What  a  lovely  waist ! 
As  for  her  feet,  one  can't  see  them,  but  one 
can  imagine  them ;  and  as  for  her  hair,  the 
Magdalen  herself  might  well  envy  it ! " 

"I  am  impatient  to  see  and  hear  this 
marvel,"  said  the  vizconde,-  in  a  lofty  tone ; 
for  he  always  was,  as  his  name  indicated,*  a 
semitone  higher  than  any  other  vizconde. 
"  Let  us  take  our  opera-glasses  and  enter." 

Meanwhile,  the  young  man  in  the  cloak 
had  disappeared. 

Maria,  ready  dressed  as  Semiramis,  was 
waiting  to  come  on  the  stage.  A  few  per- 
sons were  standing  round  her.  The  muffled 

*  Fa-di6se — in  music,  F  sharp. 


THE    SEA-GULL.  181 

individual,  who  was  no  other  than  Pepe 
Vera,  came  in  at  the  moment,  went  up  to 
her,  and,  without  any  one  hearing,  whis- 
pered, "  I  won't  have  you  sing ! "  and 
walked  on  with  an  easy  air  of  indifference. 

Maria  turned  pale  with  surprise,  then 
coloured  with  indignation. 

"  Vamosl"  she  said  to  her  maid. 
"Arrange  the  folds  of  my  dress  carefully, 
Marina.  They  are  going  to  begin."  And 
then  she  added,  in  a  loud  voice,  so  that 
Pepe  Yera,  who  was  at  some  distance,  might 
hear,  "  The  public  mustn't  be  trifled  with." 

"  Senora,"  said  one  of  the  officials,  "  may 
I  tell  them  to  raise  the  curtain  ?  " 

"  I  am  ready,"  she  answered. 

But  she  had  scarcely  uttered  the  words, 
when  she  gave  a  sharp  cry. 

Pepe  Vera  had  passed  behind  her,  and, 
seizing  her  arm  with  brutal  force,  had 
repeated,  "  I  won't  have  you  sing." 
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Overcome  by  the  pain,  Maria  threw  her- 
self into  a  seat,  crying. 

Pepe  had  disappeared. 

"  What  is  the  matter  ?  What  has 
happened  ?  "  asked  every  one. 

"  I  have  hurt  myself,"  said  Maria, 
weeping. 

"  What  is  the  matter  with  you,  senora  ?" 
inquired  the  manager,  who  had  been  in- 
formed of  what  was  going  on. 

"  Nothing,"  said  Maria,  rising,  and 
wiping  away  her  tears.  "  It's  gone  now ; 
I'm  ready ;  Vamos  I " 

At  this  moment  Pepe  Yera,  pale  as  a 
corpse,  and  his  eyes  blazing  like  two 
torches,  placed  himself  between  Maria  and 
the  manager. 

"  It's  cruelty,"  he  said,  very  quietly,  "  to 
drag  a  poor  creature  on  to  the  stage  when 
she  can  hardly  stand/' 

"  What !    senora,"  exclaimed   the  mana- 
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ger,  "  are  you  ill  ?  Since  when  ?  But  a 
moment  ago  I  saw  you  so  bright  and 
lively?" 

Maria  was  going  to  reply,  but  her  eyes 
fell,  and  her  lips  did  not  move. 

Pepe  Yera's  terrible  glance  fascinated 
her  as  a  snake's  fascinates  a  bird. 

"Why  shouldn't  you  tell  the  truth?" 
continued  Pepe,  without  change  of  tone. 
"  Why  shouldn't  you  own  that  you  are  not 
fit  to  sing  ?  Is  it  a  crime,  perchance  ? 
Are  you  a  slave,  to  be  made  to  do  what 
you  can't  do  ?  " 

Meanwhile,  the  public  was  becoming  im- 
patient. The  manager  was  at  a  loss  what 
to  do.  The  alcalde  sent  to  inquire  the  cause 
of  the  delay ;  and,  while  the  manager  was 
explaining  what  had  occurred,  Pepe  Yera 
led  Maria  away,  pretending  she  needed 
assistance ;  grasping  her  hand  with  such 
force,  that  it  seemed  as  if  he  would  break 
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her  bones,  and  saying,  in  a  stifled  but  firm 
voice : 

"  Caramla !  isn't  it  enough  that  I  tell 
you  I  don't  wish  it  ?  " 

When  they  were  alone  in  the  room  which 
Maria  used  as  a  dressing-room,  her  anger 
broke  out. 

"  Your  conduct  is  insolent — infamous  ! " 
she  exclaimed,  her  voice  choked  with  rage. 
"  What  right  have  you  to  treat  me  in  this 
way  ? " 

"  That  of  a  lover,"  replied  Pepe  Yera, 
coolly. 

"  Curse  your  love  ! "  said  Maria. 

Pepe  laughed. 

"  You  say  this  as  if  you  could  live  with- 
out it ! "  he  said,  still  laughing. 

"  Go  away  !  go  away  ! "  said  Maria  ; 
"  and  never  come  near  me  again." 

"  Till  you  call  me  ! " 

"  I  call  vou !     I'd  call  the  devil  first." 
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"  You  may.     I  shan't  be  jealous." 

"  Go  away  ;  walk  off  this  instant ;  leave 
me!" 

"  Granted,"  said  the  matador.  "  I'm 
going  at  once,  to  see  Lucia  del  Salto." 

Maria  was  very  jealous  of  this  woman,  a 
dancer,  to  whom  Pepe  had  made  love  before 
meeting  the  prima-donna. 

"  Pepe !  Pepe  ! "  screamed  Maria.  "  Til- 
lain  !  would  you  add  perfidy  to  your 
insolence  ?  " 

"  Lucia,"  said  Pepe  Yera,  "  does  nothing 
but  what  I  wish ;  you're  much  too  fine  a 
lady  for  me.  If  you  want  us  to  be  good 
friends,  you  must  do  things  after  my  fashion. 
You  may  command,  and  not  obey,  when 
you're  with  your  dukes  and  your  ambassa- 
dors and  your  mawkish  excellencies." 

So  saying,  he  went  towards  the  door. 

"  Pepe !  Pepe ! "  cried  Maria,  tearing  her 
lace  handkerchief  with  her  clenched  fingers. 
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"  Call  the  devil ! "  answered  Pepe,  ironi- 
cally. 

"Pepe!  Pepe!  mind  what  I  tell  you — 
if  you  go  to  Lucia,  I'll  let  the  duke  make 
love  to  me." 

"  You  dare  not/'  replied  Pepe,  returning 
a  few  steps. 

"  I  dare  everything  to  avenge  myself." 

Pepe  stood  opposite  Maria  with  his  arms 
folded  and  his  eyes  fixed  upon  her.  Maria 
bore  the  piercing  gaze  without  flinching.  In 
that  short  moment,  these  two  natures  mea- 
sured each  other,  and  found  that  they  were 
of  the  same  temper  and  strength.  They 
must  break,  or  they  must  drop  the  struggle. 
By  mutual  consent  each  renounced  the  claim 
of  victory. 

"  Vamos!  Maria,"  said  Pepe  Vera,  who 
was  really  in  the  wrong,  "  let  us  be  friends, 
and  throw  our  quarrels  into  the  sea.  I 
won't  go  to  Lucia's ;  but  in  exchange,  and 
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that  we  may  feel  sure  of  each  other,  yon 
must  hide  me  in  your  house  to-night,  that  I 
may  witness  the  duke's  visit  to  you,  and 
convince  myself  with  my  own  eyes,  that 
you're  not  deceiving  me." 

"  It  cannot  be,"  replied  Maria,  haughtily. 

"  Well  then,"  said  Pepe,  "  you  know 
where  I'm  going  when  I  leave  this." 

"  You  wretch ! "  retorted  Maria,  wring- 
ing her  hands  with  rage ;  "you  put  me  be- 
tween the  sword  and  the  wall." 

An  hour  after  this  scene  Maria  was  half- 
reclining  on  a  sofa,  the  duke  sitting  near 
her ;  Stein  standing,  holding  his  wife's  hand, 
feeling  her  pulse. 

"It's  nothing,  Maria,"  said  Stein,  "it's 
nothing,  Senor  Duque — a  nervous  attack, 
which  has  already  passed — the  pulse  is  per- 
fectly quiet.  Rest,  Maria,  rest — you  work 
yourself  to  death.  For  some  time  past  your 
nerves  have  been  in  an  extremely  irritable 
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state — your  nervous  system  suffers  from  the 
energy  you  put  into  your  parts.  I  am  not 
in  the  least  uneasy,  so  I  will  go  and  attend 
to  a  very  bad  case  I  have.  Take  the  sooth- 
ing draught  I  shall  prescribe  for  you,  some 
barley-water  when  you  go  to  bed,  and  some 
ass's  milk  in  the  morning."  Then  turning 
to  the  duke,  "  My  duties  force  me  much 
against  my  will  to  leave  you,  senor." 

And  again,  recommending  rest  and  quiet 
to  his  wife,  Stein  withdrew,  with  a  profound 
bow  to  the  duke. 

The  duke,  seated  opposite  to  Maria,  looked 
earnestly  at  her  for  some  time. 

She  appeared  unusually  languid. 

"  Are  you  tired,  Maria  ?  "  he  asked,  softly. 

"  I  am  resting,"  she  replied. 

"  Do  you  wish  me  to  go  ?  " 

"  If  you  wish—" 

"  On  the  contrary,  it  would  be  excessively 
disagreeable  to  me." 
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"  Well  then,  stay." 

"  Maria,"  said  the  duke,  after  some 
moments  of  silence,  taking  a  paper  out  of 
his  pocket,  "  when  I  can't  talk  to  you,  I  sing 
your  praises.  Here  are  some  verses  which 
I  composed  last  night,  for  at  night,  Maria,  I 
dream  without  sleeping.  Sleep  has  forsaken 
my  eyes,  since  peace  has  left  my  heart.  Par- 
don— pardon  me,  Maria,  if  these  words  which 
overflow  from  my  heart,  offend  the  innocence 
of  your  feelings,  pure  as  your  voice.  How 
much  I  suffered  when  you  were  suffering." 

"  You  see,"  she  said,  yawning, "  that  there 
is  nothing  to  care  about." 

"  Would  you  like  me  to  read  you  my 
verses,  Maria  ? " 

"  Very  much,"  she  replied,  coldly. 

The  duke  read  a  pretty  poem. 

"  It's  very  pretty,"  Maria  said,  somewhat 
more  warmly,  "  will  it  appear  in  the 
Heraldo?" 
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"  Do  you  wish  that  it  should  ? "  asked  the 
duke,  sighing. 

"  I  think  it  is  good  enough." 

The  duke  rested  his  head  on  his  hands  in 
silence. 

When  he  raised  it,  he  saw  a  bright,  but 
instantly  subdued  light,  in  Maria's  eyes  which 
were  fixed  on  the  glass  door  of  her  bedroom. 
He  looked  in  that  direction,  but  saw  nothing. 

The  duke,  in  a  fit  of  absence,  had  rolled 
up  the  paper  on  which  the  verses  were 
written,  and  for  which  Maria  had  not 
asked. 

"  Are  you  making  a  cigarette  with  your 
sonnet  ? "  she  inquired. 

"In  that  shape  it  would  at  least  be  of 
some  use,"  he  replied. 

"Grive  it  to  me, — I  will  keep  it,"  said 
Maria. 

The  duke  drew  a  magnificent  diamond 
ring  over  the  roll  of  paper. 
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"What!"  cried  Maria,  "the  ring  as 
well ! " 

And  placing  it  on  her  finger  she  let  the 
verses  fall  to  the  ground. 

"Ah!"  thought  the  duke,  "she  has 
neither  heart  for  love,  nor  soul  for  poetry  ; 
nor,  to  all  appearances,  blood  enough  to 
keep  her  alive.  But  for  all  that,  heaven  is 
in  her  smile,  hell  in  her  eyes,  and  all  that 
heaven  and  earth  contain  in  the  accents  of 
her  queenly  voice." 

The  duke  rose. 

"  Rest,  Maria,"  he  said  ;  "  rest  calmly  in 
the  happy  peace  of  your  soul,  without 
troubling  yourself  with  the  idea  that  others 
watch  and  suffer." 


(     192     ) 


CHAPTER  XI. 

SCARCELY  had  the  duke  closed  the  door 
when  Pepe  Yera  appeared  by  the  other  in 
fits  of  laughter. 

"  Will  you  be  quiet  ? "  said  Maria,  making 
the  ring  the  duke  had  just  given  her, 
sparkle  in  the  light. 

"  No,"  replied  the  torero ;  "  because  I 
should  choke  with  laughter.  I  am  no  longer 
jealous,  Mariquita.  No  more  than  the  sul- 
tan in  his  seraglio.  Poor  thing!  What 
would  become  of  you,  with  a  husband  who 
makes  love  in  prescriptions,  and  a  lover  who 
adores  you  in  rhyme,  if  it  were  not  for  me  ? 
Now  that  the  one's  gone  to  sleep  waking, 
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and  the  other  to  wake  sleeping,  let  you 
and  I  go  and  have  supper  with  the  merry 
friends  who  are  expecting  us." 

"  No,  Pepe ;  I  don't  feel  well.  I  was  so 
hot  in  the  theatre,  and  the  air  was  so  cold 
coming  out,  that  I  felt  cut  in  two.  I'm 
shivering  all  over." 

"Hang  your  fine  lady  affectations,"  said 
Pepe  Vera,  "  come  along  with  me.  A  good 
supper  will  do  a  deal  more  for  you  than  this 
tasteless  barley-water;  and  a  couple  of 
glasses  of  wine  will  put  more  life  into  you 
than  filthy  ass's  milk.  Come  along ! — Come 
along!" 

"I  won't  go.  There's  a  Guadarrama 
north  wind,  which  will  kill  a  Christian, 
though  it  won't  blow  out  a  candle." 

"  Well,  then,"  said  Pepe,  "  if  such  is  your 
pleasure,  and  you're  going  to  take  care  of 
your  health,  buenas  noches — " 

"What!"    exclaimed    Maria,    "you  are 

VOL.  II.  0 


194  THE    SEA-GULL. 

going  to  supper,  and  to  leave  me?  To 
leave  me  all  alone,  and  ill  as  I  am,  and  all 
your  fault ! " 

"  What  then,"  replied  the  torero,  "  do  you 
want  me  to  put  myself  on  diet,  too  ?  No — 
no,  brunette.  They're  waiting  for  me,  and 
I'm  off.  You'll  lose  a  pleasant  evening." 

Maria  rose  with  a  gesture  of  anger,  upset 
a  chair,  left  the  room,  banging  the  door  after 
her,  and  returned  in  a  short  time  dressed  in 
black,  covered  with  a  mantilla,  whose  veil 
hid  her  face,  and  wrapped  up  in  a  large 
shawl. 

They  went  out  together. 

Late  at  night,  when  Stein  returned  to  his 
house,  the  servant  gave  him  a  letter.  It 
was  ill-written,  and  ill-spelt,  and  ran  as 
follows  : — 

"  MR.  DOCTOE, 

"  Don't  you  believe  that  this  is  an 
anonymous   letter-,    I    do    things  open,    I 
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commence  by  telling  you  my  name  which  is 
Lucia  del  Salto  ;  I  fancy  it's  a  pretty  well 
known  name.  Mr.  husband  of  the  Santalo 
one  would  need  to  be  as  easy,,  or  as  stupid 
as  you  are  not  to  find  out  Jhow  your  wife  is 
going  on  with  Pepe  Vera  who  was  my 
lover  and  I  may  say  so,  because  I'm  not 
married  and  don't  deceive  anybody.  If  you 
would  like  the  scales  to  fall  from  your  eyes 

go  to-night  to street  No.  13,  and  there 

you  will  do  as  St.  Thomas  did." 

"  Could  anything  be  so  infamous ! "  ex- 
claimed Stein,  letting  the  paper  fall  on  the 
ground.  "  The  other  actresses  are  of  course 
envious  of  my  poor  Maria.  Poor  thing !  She 
is  ill,  and  doubtless  at  this  very  moment 
quietly  sleeping.  But  I'll  see  if  her  sleep 
is  tranquil.  This  afternoon  she  was  not 
well.  Her  pulse  was  quick,  and  her  voice 
hoarse.  There  is  so  much  illness  now,  in 
Madrid!" 

02 
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Stein  took  a  light,  left  his  apartment, 
entered  his  wife's  bedroom,  and  going  care- 
fully on  tiptoe,  approached  the  bed,  and 
half-opened  the  curtains.  No  one  was 
there ! 

It  was  not  easy  for  a  person,  so  upright 

•* 
and   trusting  as  Stein,  to  convince  himself 

at  once,  and  without  a  struggle,  of  the  re- 
ality of  such  infamous  treachery. 

"No,"  said  he,  after  some  moments'  re- 
flection, "  it  isn't  possible  !  There  must 
be  some  reason  for  it, — some  unexpected 
cause.  Nevertheless,"  he  continued,  after 
another  pause,  "I  must  leave  nothing  on 
my  mind.  I  must  be  able  to  reply  to  the 
vile  calumny,  not  only  with  contempt,  but 
with  a  solemn  contradiction,  and  with 
positive  proofs." 

With  the  aid  of  the  watchman,  Stein  easily 
found  the  place  mentioned  in  the  note. 

There  was  no  porter  at  the  house.    The 
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street-door  was  open.  Stein  entered,  went 
up  a  flight  of  stairs,  and  on  reaching  the  first 
landing  did  not  know  which  way  to  turn. 

The  first  impulse  of  his  resolution  being 
weakened,  he  began  to  feel  ashamed  of  what 
he  was  doing. 

"  It  is  mean  to  play  the  spy,"  said  he  to 
himself;  "if  Maria  knew  what  I  am  about, 
she  would  bitterly  resent  it,  and  with 
justice.  Dios  mio !  to  suspect  one  whom 
we  love,  is  it  not  to  create  the  first  cloud  in 
the  pure  sky  of  affection  ?  I  a  spy !  can 
the  worthless  scrawl  of  a  still  more  worth- 
less woman  have  lowered  me  to  that  ?  I'll 
go  back.  To-morrow  I'll  ask  Maria  all  that 
I  wish  to  know.  That  is  the  proper, 
natural,  and  honourable  course.  Eise  up 
then  my  heart,  clear  my  thoughts  from 
suspicion,  as  the  sun  clears  the  atmosphere 
from  a  dark  mist. 

Stein  heaved  a  deep  sigh,  which  seemed 
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to  choke  him,  and  passed  his  handkerchief 
over  his  moist  forehead. 

"Oh,  suspicion!"  he  exclaimed,  "that 
creates  in  our  minds  the  idea  of  a  possibility 
of  deception,  which  did  not  exist  there!  Oh, 
infamous  suspicion !  child  of  bad  instincts, 
or  worse  insinuations  !  for  one  moment  this 
monster  has  debased  my  soul, .and  henceforth 
I  shall  always  blush  with  shame  before 
Maria." 

At  that  moment  a  door  which  led  to  the 
landing  where  Stein  had  stopped,  opened, 
and  a  sound  of  ringing  of  glasses,  of  songs  and 
laughter,  was  heard  through  it.  A  servant, 
who  was  bringing  out  some  empty  bottles, 
stepped  back  to  allow  Stein  to  pass,  his 
appearance  and  dress  inspiring  her  with 
respect. 

"  Pass  on,"  she  said  to  him ;  "  but  you 
are  very  late,  they've  done  supper,"  and  she 
went  on  her  way. 
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Stein  found  himself  in  a  small  ante- 
chamber— a  door  which  led  into  an  adjoining 
saloon  was  open, — Stein  approached  it.  At 
his  first  glance  into  the  room,  he  stood  as 
motionless  as  if  petrified. 

If  all  the  sentiments  which  elevate  and  en- 
noble the  soul  blinded  the  duke,  all  the  good 
and  pure  impulses  of  the  heart  blinded  Stein, 
in  regard  to  Maria.  What  then  'was  his 
horror  to  see  her  without  her  mantilla,  seated 
at  the  table,  while  on  a  footstool  at  her  feet, 
sat  Pepe  Vera,  with  a  guitar  in  his  hand, 
singing,— 

"  Andatuz  !  child  of  the  sunny  South ! 
fiadiance  beams  from  thy  sunlit  eyes ; 
Rosy  Aurora  smiles  on  thy  mouth. 
Lov'd  one !  thy  love,  oh  !  is  Paradise." 

"  Bien,  bien,  Pepe  ! "  shouted  the  other 
convives,  "now  it's  Marisalada's  turn  to 
sing ;  let  her  sing.  We  are  not  dressed  in 
frockcoats  and  paletots,  but  we  can  hear  as 
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well  as  those  who  are ;  there  are  no  rich 
or  poor  in  the  matter  of  ears.  Come,  Ma- 
riquita,  sing  to  your  countrymen  who  can 
understand  you." 

• 

Maria  took  the  guitar,  that  Pepe 
offered  her  on  his  knees,  and  sang  some 
verses,  which  were  received  with  a  whirl- 
wind of  applause,  vivas,  and  encores,  which 
made  the  glasses  rattle. 

Stein  turned  as  red  as  a  pomegranate, 
less  with  indignation,  than  from  shame. 

"  Pepe  Yera  was  born  with  a  silver  spoon 
in  his  mouth,"  said  one  of  the  company. 

"  He's  more  luck  than  he  wants ! " 

"As  I  am  now,  I'd  not  change  for  an 
empire ! "  said  the  torero. 

"  But  what  does  the  husband  say  to  it  ?  " 
asked  a  picador,  the  oldest  man  in  the 
party. 

"  The  husband,"  replied  the  bull-fighter ; 
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"  I  only  know  his  worship  enough  to  pay 
him  my  respects.    Pepe  Yera  only  settles 
differences  with  brave  bulls." 
Stein  had  vanished. 
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CHAPTER  XII. 

THE  day  after  that  on  which  the  events  re- 
lated in  the  last  chapter  occurred,  the  duke 
was  sitting  in  his  library  with  his  writing- 
desk  before  him.  His  pen  was  motionless, 
and  upright  in  his  hand,  as  a  soldier  on  duty, 
who  only  waits  for  the  word  of  command  to 
move. 

The  door  opened  gently,  and  through  it 
appeared  the  pretty  head  of  a  child  about  six 
years  old,  almost  buried  in  a  profusion  of 
black  curls. 

"  Papa  Carlos,  are  you  alone  ?  May  I  come 
in?" 

"  Since  when,  my  Angel,"  replied  his  father, 
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"  have  YOU  thought  it  necessary  to  ask  if  you 
may  come  into  my  room  ?  " 

"  Since  you  haven't  loved  me  so  much," 
replied  the  child,  leainng  against  his  father's 
knees  ;  "  and  I'm  so  good,  I  learn  my  lessons 
so  well  with  Don  Federico,  as  you  told  me  to 
do,  and  to  prove  it,  I'm  going  to  talk  Ger- 
man." 

* 

"  Indeed  ! "  said  the  Duke. 

"  Yes,  indeed :  listen,  Gott  segne  meinen 
guten  vater,  which  means,  'God  bless  my 
good  father.' ' 

The  duke  clasped  the  pretty  child  in  his 
arms,  who,  placing  his  little  hands  on  his 
father's  shoulders,  and,  leaning  back,  added, 
"  Und  meine  Hebe  mutter"  which  means,  '  And 
my  dear  mother.5  Now  give  me  a  kiss,"  he 
said,  throwing  his  arms  round  the  duke's 
neck.  "  But,"  he  continued,  "  I  forgot  I  had 
a  message  from  Don  Federico.  He  wishes  to 
see  you." 
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"  Don  Federico  ? "  inquired  the  duke, 
startled.  "  Let  him  come  in,  let  him  come 
in,  my  child  ;  his  time  is  precious,  he  ought 
not  to  lose  it." 

The  duke  put  away  the  paper  on  which 
he  had  written  a  few  lines,  as  Stein  entered. 

"  Senor,"  said  the  latter,  "  I  shall  cause 
you  much  surprise,  for  I  am  come  to  take 
leave  of  you,  to  thank  you  for  all  your  kind- 
ness, and  to  inform  you  of  my  immediate 
departure." 

"Going!"  exclaimed  the  duke,  with  an 
expression  of  the  greatest  surprise. 

"  Yes,  senor,  without  a  moment's  delay." 

"  Without  delay  ?     And  Maria  ?  " 

"  Maria  is  not  going  with  me." 

"  Come,  Don  Federico,  you're  joking ;  it's 
impossible." 

"  It  is  impossible,  senor,  for  me  to  remain 
here." 

"And  why?" 
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"  Ah  !  don't  ask  me,  for  I  cannot  tell 
you." 

"I  can't  conceive  any  reason,"  said  the 
duke,  "  that  could  justify  such  madness." 

"The  reason  must  indeed  be  an  over- 
powering one,"  replied  Stein,  "that  could 
lead  me  to  take  this  extreme  step." 

"But — friend  Stein,  tell  me  your  mo- 
tive." 

"  I  must  be  silent,  senor." 

"  Why  must  you  be  silent  ?  "  exclaimed 
the  duke,  more  and  more  surprised. 

"I  must,"  said  Stein  ;  "and  this  duty  de- 
prives me  of  the  only  consolation  that  was 
left  me,  that  of  being  able  to  open  my  heart 
to  the  noble,  generous  man,  who  has  helped 
me  with  his  powerful  hand,  and  who  has 
deigned  to  call  me  his  friend." 

"  And  where  are  you  going  ?  " 

"  To  America." 

"  It's  impossible,  Stein ;  I  repeat  it.    It's 
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impossible  ! "  exclaimed  the  duke,  rising  in  a 
state  of  agitation,  which  was  increasing  every 
moment.  "There  can  be  nothing  in  the 
world  which  can  oblige  you  to  forsake  your 
wife,  separate  yourself  from  your  friends, 
give  up  your  profession,  and  leave  your  pa- 
tients in  the  lurch,  like  a  madman  might 
do  ?  Are  you  ambitious  ?  Have  you  been 
promised  great  advantages  in  America  ?  " 

Stein  smiled  bitterly. 

"Advantages,  senor!  Has  not  fortune 
surpassed  the  greatest  hopes  that  your  poor 
fellow-traveller  could  ever  have  dreamt 
of?" 

"  You  confound  me,"  said  the  duke.  "  Is  it 
caprice  ?  Is  it  a  fit  of  insanity  ? " 

Stein  was  silent. 

"Any  way," added  the  duke,  "  it  is  ingra- 
titude." 

On  hearing  this  cruel,  and  at  the  same 
time  tender  word,  Stein  covered  his  face  with 
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his  hands,  and  his  long  restrained  grief  burst 
out  in  loud  sobs. 

The  duke  went  up  to  him,  took  his  hand, 
and  said,  "  There  can  be  nothing  wrong  in 
pouring  one's  sorrows  into  the  heart  of  a 
friend,  nor  can  {here  exist  any  duty  to 
prevent  a  man  taking  counsel  from  those 
interested  in  his  welfare,  particularly  in 
the  serious  matters  of  life.  Speak,  Stein, — 
open  your  heart  to  me.  You  are  too  agitated 
to  act  coolly.  Your  reason  is  too  clouded  to 
be  able  to  advise  you  prudently.  Come  and 
sit  on  this  divan.  Give  yourself  up  to  my 
advice,  on  a  matter  which  seems  to  be  of 
vital  importance,  as  I  would  give  myself 
up  to  yours,  were  I  in  the  same  posi- 
tion." 

Stein  allowed  himself  to  be  conquered. 
He  sat  down  by  the  duke,  and  both  remained 
silent  for  some  time.  Stein  was  considering 
how  he  could  best  make  the  disclosure  which 
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the  duke's  friendship  required.  At  length 
he  gradually  raised  his  head. 

"Senor,"  he  said,  "what  would  you  do  if 
the  Senora  Duquesa  preferred  another  man 
to  you  ? — if  she  were  unfaithful  ? " 

The  duke  sprung  to  his  feet,  and  knitting 
his  brows  looked  sternly  at  the  questioner. 

"  Senor,  this  question — " 

"Answer  me,  answer  me,"  said  Stein, 
clasping  his  hands,  deeply  agitated. 

"  For  Cristo  Santo  I  "  said  the  duke,  "  both 
should  die  by  my  hand." 

Stein  hung  his  head. 

"  I  cannot  kill  them,"  he  said,  "  but  I  can 
die." 

The  duke  then  began  to  suspect  the  truth, 
and  trembled  all  over  as  he  exclaimed, — 

"Maria!" 

"  Maria,"  replied  Stein,  without  raising  his 
head,  as  though  his  wife's  infamy  weighed 
upon  him  with  all  its  force — 
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"  And  you  surprised  her  ? "  asked  the 
duke,  hardly  able  to  pronounce  the  words, 
his  voice  stifled  with  indignation. 

"  In  a  veritable  orgie,"  replied  Stein,  "  as 
licentious  as  it  was  coarse.  Where  wine  and 
tobacco  served  for  perfumes,  and  where  Pepe 
Vera,  the  tvrero,  boasted  of  being  her  lover ! 
Ah !  Maria !  Maria ! "  he  continued,  hiding 
his  face  in  his  hands. 

The  duke  who,  like  all  calm  men,  had 
great  command  over  himself,  took  a  few 
turns  up  and  down  the  room,  then  stopping 
opposite  his  friend,  he  said, — 

"  Go,  Stein." 

Stein  rose,  took  the  duke's  hand  in  his, 
tried  to  speak,  and  failed. 

The  duke  opened  his  arms  to  him. 

"  Courage,  Stein,"  he  said,  "  till  we  meet 
again." 

"  Adios,  and — for  ever ! "  murmured  Stein, 
hastening  from  the  room. 

VOL.  II.  P 
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When  the  duke  was  alone  he  walked 
about  for  some  time.  As  soon  as  the  agita- 
tion caused  by  the  surprise  of  Stem's  terrible 
revelation  had  calmed  down,  a  smile  of 
contempt  appeared  on  his  lips.  Jn  his  proud 
and  noble  character,  love  and  contempt  could 
not  dwell  together, — the  most  delicate  of 
feelings  with  the  most  abject.  Contempt 
gradually  smothered  all  affection  in  his 
heart,  as  the  snow  extinguishes  the  flame  of 
the  holocaust  which  is  burning  on  the  altar- 
The  woman  to  whom  he  had  dedicated  his 
verses,  and  who  had  been  his  dream,  no 
longer  existed. 

"  And  I,"  he  said,  "  I  who  adored  her  as 
one  adores  an  ideal  being,  honoured  her  as 
one  honours  virtue,  respected  her  as  one 
should  respect  the  wife  of  one's  friend !  I 
who,  entirely  absorbed  in  her,  neglected  the 
noble  woman  who  was  my  first,  my  only 
love! — the  pure  mother  of  my  children. 
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My  Leonor,  who  has  borne  it  all  in  silence 
and  without  complaining ! " 

Moved  by  a  sudden  impulse,  and  yielding 
to  the  powerful  influence  of  his  last  re- 
flections, the  duke  left  the  library  and  went 
to  his  wife's  apartment.  He  entered  by  a 
secret  door.  As  he  approached  the  room 
where  the  duchess  was  in  the  habit  of  passing 
the  day,  he  heard  voices  and  his  own  name 
pronounced.  He  stopped. 

"What  has  made  the  duke  invisible?" 
said  a  sharp  voice.  "  I  have  been  a  fortnight 
in  Madrid,  and  not  only  has  my  dear  nephew 
never  deigned  to  come  and  see  me,  but  I 
have  not  even  met  him  anywhere." 

"Perhaps,  aunt,"  said  the  duchess,  "he 
doesn't  know  of  your  arrival." 

"Doesn't  know  that  the  Marquesa  de 
Grutibamba  has  arrived  in  Madrid !  Im- 
possible, niece.  He  would  be  the  only 
person  in  society  who  does  not.  Besides,  it 
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seems  to  me  that  you  have  had  plenty  of 
time  to  tell  him  in — " 

"True,  aunt.  I  am  to  blame  for  his 
neglect." 

"But  it's  not  to  be  wondered  at,"  con- 
tinued the  sharp  voice ;  "  what  pleasure 
would  he  find  in  my  society,  and  in  that  of 
his  own  rank,  when  all  the  world  says  that 
he  only  cares  for  actresses  ?  " 

"  It  is  false ! "  exclaimed  the  duchess. 

"  Either  you're  blind,  or  you  consent 
to  the  proceeding,"  said  the  marchioness, 
angrily. 

"  There  is  one  thing  to  which  I  will  never 
consent,"  said  the  duchess,  "  and  that  is,  to 
listen  to  any  calumnies  against  my  husband, 
especially  in  his  own  house." 

"  It  would  be  better,"  continued  the  other, 
"  to  persuade  your  husband  to  alter  his  con- 
duct, instead  of  defending  it  as  you  do,  and 
driving  all  your  friends  away,  with  your 
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sharp,  offensive  remarks,  which,  no  doubt, 
your  confessor  has  dictated." 

"  Aunt,"  replied  the  duchess,  "  you  would 
do  better  by  consulting  yours,  on  the  lan- 
guage you  should  use  to  a  married  woman, 
and  your  niece." 

"So  be  it,"  said  the  Gutibainba;  "your 
austere  and  reserved  character  has  deprived 
you  of  your  husband's  heart,  and  will  end  by 
alienating  all  your  friends." 

And  the  marchioness  went  away,  well 
satisfied  with  her  peroration. 

Leonor  remained  sitting  on  the  sofa,  her 
head  bent,  and  her  beautiful,  pale  face  wet 
with  tears,  which,  for  a  long  time,  she  had 
contrived  to  restrain. 

Suddenly  she  turned  round  with  a  cry 
— she  was  in  her  husband's  arms.  Then  her 
sobs  burst  out ;  but  her  tears  were  sweet. 
Leonor  knew  that,  in  returning  to  her,  this 
man,  always  frank  and  loyal,  had  restored  to 
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her  a  heart,  and  a  sincere  love  which  no 
one  now  disputed  with  her. 

"My  Leonor!  Will  you,  and  can  you 
forgive  me  ? "  he  said,  falling  on  his  knees 
before  his  wife. 

She  closed  her  husband's  lips  with  her 
pretty  hands. 

"  Are  you  going  to  lose  the  present  by 
recalling  the  past  ?  "  she  asked. 

"  I  wish,"  said  the  duke,  "  that  you  should 
know  my  faults,  judged  by  the  world  with 
too  much  severity,  my  excuse,  and  my  re- 
pentance." 

"Let  us  make  a  compact,"  said  the 
duchess,  interrupting  him.  "  You  shall 
never  speak  to  me  of  your  faults,  and  I 
will  never  speak  to  you  of  my  sorrows." 

At  this  moment  Angel  ran  in. 

The  duke  and  duchess  separated  by  a 
sudden  and  simultaneous  movement ;  for  in 
Spain,  where  there  is  extreme  freedom  of 
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speeeh  before  children  and  young  people, 
there  is  great  reserve  of  action. 

"  Mamma  is  crying !  Mamma  is  crying !  " 
cried  the  child,  turning  red,  his  eyes  filling 
with  tears.  "  Have  you  been  scolding  her, 
papa  Carlos  ?  " 

"  No,  my  son,"  replied  the  duchess.  "  I 
am  crying  for  joy." 

"  Why  ?  "  asked  Angel,  in  whose  face  the 
tears  had  immediately  given  way  to  smiles, 

"Because  to-morrow,  without  fail,"  re- 
plied the  duke,  taking  him  in  his  arms  up  to 
his  wife,  "  we  are  all  going  to  our  country 
place  in  Andalusia,  which  your  mother 
wishes  to  see,  and  there  we  shall  be  as  happy 
as  the  angels  in  heaven." 

The  child  gave  a  cry  of  pleasure,  put  one 
arm  round  his  father's  neck,  and  the  other 
round  his  mother's,  and  drawing  their  heads 
together,  covered  them  in  succession  with 
kisses. 
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At  this  moment  the  door  opened,  and  the 
Marquis  ofjllda  entered. 

"Papa  Marquis!"  cried  the  child,  "we 
are  all  going  away  to-morrow." 

"Indeed?"  said  the  marquis  to  his 
daughter." 

"  Yes,  father,"  replied  the  duchess  ;  "  and 
only  one  thing  is  wanting  to  make  my  hap- 
piness complete,  and  that*is,  that  you  should 
come  with  us." 

"  Father,"  said  the  duke,  "  can  you  deny 
anything  to  your  daughter,  who  would  be  a 
saint  if  she  were  not  an  angel  ?  " 

The  marquis  looked  at  his  daughter,  in 
whose  face  intense  joy  was  beaming ;  then 
at  the  duke's,  which  showed  unmixed  satis- 
faction. 

A  tender  smile  softened  the  natural  auste- 
rity of  his  countenance,  and  turning  to  his 
son-in-law,  he  said, — 

"  Give  me  your  hand,  and  count  on  me ! " 
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CHAPTER  XIII. 

MARISALADA,  who  was  unwell  before  going 
to  the  supper-party,  increased  her  illness, 
and  was  in  a  fever  next  morning. 

"Marina,"  she  said  to  her  maid,  after  a 
short  and  troubled  sleep,  "  call  my  husband ; 
I  feel  ill." 

"  The  master  has  not  come  home,"  replied 
Marina. 

"I  suppose  he  is  sitting  up  with  some 
patient,"  said  Maria ;  "so  much  the  better ; 
he  would  order  me  a  caravan  of  drugs,  and 
I  detest  them." 

"  You  are  very  hoarse,"  said  Marina. 

"Very,"  replied   Maria;    "and   I  must 
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take  care  of  myself.  I  shall  stay  in  bed  to- 
day, and  take  a  sudorific.  If  the  duke 
comes,  say  I'm  asleep.  I  don't  wish  to  see 
any  one.  I  feel  quite  light-headed." 

"And  if  any  one  should  come  by  the 
secret  door  ? " 

"If  it's  Pepe*  Yera,  let  him  come  in; 
I've  something  to  say  to  him.  Close  the 
blinds,  and  go." 

The  maid  went  away,  but  returned  very 
shortly,  saying, — 

"Here  is  a  letter  the  master  left  with 
Nicolas  to  give  you." 

"Go  to  Jericho  with  your  letter,"  said 
Maria.  "I  can't  see  here;  and  besides,  I 
want  to  go  to  sleep.  What  can  he  have  to 
tell  me?  I  suppose  to  mention  the  place 
where  duty  calls  him.  What  do  I  care  for 
that  ?  Leave  the  letter  on  the  table,  and 
get  away  with  you  !  " 

Some  minutes  later  Marina  again  returned. 


THE    SEA-GULL.  219 

"  What !  you've  come  again  ! "  scolded 
her  mistress. 

"  Senor  Pepe  Yera  wishes  to  see  you." 

"  Show  him  in,"  said  Maria,  turning  round 
quickly. 

Pepe  Vera  entered,  opened  the  blinds  to 
let  the  light  in,  threw  himself  on  to  a  chair 
without  taking  his  cigar  from  his  mouth, 
and  looking  at  Maria,  whose  burning  cheeks 
and  swollen  eyes  denoted  serious  ill- 
ness,— 

"  How  pretty  you  are ! "  said  he.  "  What 
will  Pontius  Pilate  say  ?  " 

•"  He  isn't  at  home,"  replied  Maria,  who 
was  getting  more  hoarse  every  moment. 

"  So  much  the  better ;  and  I  hope  he  may 
go  on  walking,  like  the  Wandering  Jew, 
till  the  Day  of  Judgment.  I've  just  come 
from  having  a  look  at  the  bulls  for  this 
evening's  corrida.  They'll  give  us  some- 
thing to  do,  the  brutes !  There's  one  black 
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fellow,  called  Medianoche,*  who  has  already 
killed  a  man  in  the  pen." 

"Do  you  want  to  frighten  me,  and  to 
make  me  worse  than  I  am  ? "  said  Maria. 
"  Close  the  Venetians ;  I  can't  bear  the 
glare." 

*'  Nonsense ! "  replied  Pepe  Vera ;  "  mere 
affectation !  The  duke  isn't  here  to  be 
afraid  that  the  light  will  hurt  you,  nor  your 
mata-sanos]  of  a  husband  to  fear  that  a 
breath  of  air  should  get  in  and  kill  you. 
Here  one  breathes  patchouli,  civet,  musk, 
and  every  abomination  that  could  be  found 
in  a  druggist's  shop.  Let  the  air  in  to 
sweeten  the  room;  that'll  do  you  good. 
Tell  me,  brunette,  are  you  going  to  the 
corrida  this  afternoon  ?  " 

"  Perhaps  you  think  I'm  fit  to  go  ? " 
answered  Maria.  "  Shut  the  window,  Pepe  ; 
I  can't  bear  the  bright  light  and  the  cold  air." 

*  Midnight.  f  Kill  the  well. 
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As  she  spoke  he  rose  and  opened  the 
windows  as  wide  as  possible. 

"And  I,"  he  said,  "can't  endure  your 
whims  and  fancies.  Your  complaint  is  much 
ado  about  nothing.  Dios  I  one  would  think 
that  you  were  going  to  give  up  the  ghost. 
Well  then,  Senora  Princess,  I'll  go  and 
order  your  coffin,  and  then  kill  Medianoche 
in  honour  of  Lucia  del  Sal  to,  who  will  be 
proud  enough,  gradas  a  Dios." 

"  Still  that  woman ! "  exclaimed  Maria, 
with  a  gesture  of  anger.  "  Don't  they  say 
that  she's  going  off  with  an  Englishman  ?  " 

"  She's  not  such  a  fool  to  go  to  a  country 
where  you  only  see  the  sun  through  a  veil 
and  where  people  sleep  on  foot,"  said  the 
torero. 

"  You  couldn't  do  what  you  say,  Pepe ! 
It  would  be  infamous." 

"  I'll  tell  you  what  would  be  infamous," 
said  Pepe  Tera,  planting  himself  opposite 
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Maria,  with  his  arms  folded.  "  This— that 
when  I  am  risking  my  life,  instead  of  your 
being  there  to  encourage  rne  with  your 
presence,  you  should  stay  at  home  to  receive 
the  duke,  under  pretence  of  a  cold." 

"  Always  the  same  old  story ! "  said  Maria. 
"  Wasn't  it  enough  for  you  to  play  the  spy 
in  my  room,  and  to  see  with  your  own  eyes 
that  there  was  nothing  between  the  duke 
and  me !  You  know  that  it  is  only  my 
voice  he  admires ;  and  as  for  me,  you  know 
well  enough — " 

"  I  know  this — that  you're  afraid  of  me, 
and  you're  right  por  vida  mia ! 

"  I  afraid !  "  replied  Maria,     "  I !  "     , 

Pepe  went  on  without  allowing  her  to 
speak. 

"  Do  you  think  I'm  so  blind  as  not  to 
see  what  is  going  on?  Don't  I  know  that 
you're  making  pretty  faces  at  the  duke, 
because  you've  got  into  your  head  that  your 
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ass  of  a  husband  ought  to  have  the  honour 
of  being  surgeon  to  the  Queen.  I  know  it 
on  good  authority." 

"  It's  false ! "  cried  Maria,  with  all  her 
hoarseness. 

"  Maria !  Maria !  Pepe  Yera  is  not  a  man 
to  give  a  cat  to,  for  a  hare.  I'd  have  you 
know  that  I'm  up  to  the  tricks  of  brave 
bulls,  and  also  to  those  of  crafty  ones." 

Maria  began  to  cry. 

"  Oh,  yes !  turn  the  tap  on ;  that's  the 
refugium  peccatorum  of  women.  You  trust 
to  the  proverb, — '  Weep  woman,  and  jx>u 
will  conquer.'  No,  no,  my  brunette ;  there's 
another  which  says, — l  Don't  believe  a  dog's 
bajrk  or  a  woman's  tears.'  Keep  your  tears 
for  the  theatre ;  we're  not  play-acting  here. 
Mind  what  you're  about.  If  you  play  me 
false,  a  man's  life's  in  danger.  So  take  care 
what  you  do.  My  love's  not  a  matter  of 
recipes  or  verses.  I'm  not  to  be  paid  with 
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words,  but  deeds.  In  short,  if  you  don't 
come  this  evening  to  the  bulls,  you'll  be 
sorry  for  it." 

So  saying,  Pepe  Yera  left  the  house. 
He  was  at  the  time  struggling  under  two 
feelings,  so  powerful  that  it  needed  an  iron 
will  to  conceal  them,  as  he  had  done,  under 
a  quiet  manner,  a  calm  face,  and  an  appear- 
ance of  real  indifference.  He  had  inspected 
the  bulls  which  were  to  run  that  evening, 
and  had  never  seen  fiercer  animals.  He 
had  conceived  an  extraordinary  feeling  of 
misgiving  'about  one  of  them, — a  habit  not 
uncommon  among  those  of  his  profession, 
who  think  themselves  safe  and  sound  if 
they  come  off  well  with  that  bull,  without 
troubling  themselves  about  the  others.  Be- 
sides which,  he  was  jealous ;  he  jealous,  who 
knew  only  how  to  conquer  and  receive 
applause !  Some  one  had  told  him  that  he 
was  being  laughed  at;  and  within  a  few 


THE    SEA-GULL.  225 

hours  lie  would  be  balancing  between  life 
and  death,  love  and  treachery.  So,  at  least, 
he  believed. 

"When  Pepe  Yera  left  Maria,  she  tore  the 
embroidered  edging  of  the  counterpane, 
scolded  Marina  harshly,  cried,  then  dressed 
herself,  sent  a  message  to  one  of  her  fellow 
actresses,  and  went  with  her  to  the  plaza. 

Trembling  with  fever  and  agitation,  she 
took  the  seat  that  Pepe  had  reserved  for 
her.  The  noise,  heat,  and  confusion  in- 
creased her  sufferings.  Her  usually  pale 
cheeks  were  scarlet — the  brilliancy  of  fever 
sparkled  in  her  black  eyes.  And  yet 
rage,  indignation,  jealousy,  wounded  pride, 
anxiety,  terror,  and  bodily  pain  strove  in 
vain  to  extort  one  complaint — one  sigh  from 
her  mouth,  firmly  closed  as  the  tomb. 

Pepe  Yera  saw  her.  His  face,  for  a  mo- 
ment, lighted  up  with  a  smile,  which  made 
no  impression  on  Maria — it  seemed  to  glance 
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off  from  the  icy  mask  under  which  her 
wounded  vanity  was  vowing  vengeance. 

Pepe  Yera's  costume  was  similar  to  that 
which  he  wore  at  the  corrida  that  we  have 
before  described,  except  that  the  satin  was 
green  and  the  trimmings  gold. 

One  bull  had  already  been  fought,  and 
killed  by  another  matador.  He  was  a  good 
bull,  but  had  not  been  so  brave  as  the  con- 
noisseurs had  expected. 

The  trumpet  sounded,  the  wide  dark 
mouth  of  the  toril  opened,  and  a  black  bull 
came  into  the  arena. 

"  It's  Medianoche ! "  cried  the  people ; 
"  Medianoche  is  the  bull  of  the  day ! " 

Medianoche,  however,  did  not  rush  in  at 
full  speed  like  other  bulls,  as  if  seeking  his 
liberty — his  pastures — his  wilds.  He  wished 
before  everything  to  avenge  himself;  he 
meant  to  prove  that  he  would  not  be  the 
plaything  of  his  despicable  enemies ;  he 
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meant  to  punish.  On  hearing  the  usual 
shouting  around  him,  he  stood  still. 

No  doubt  the  bull  is  a  stupid  animal,  but 
for  all  that,  whether  it  be  that  rage  can 
sharpen  the  most  dull  intellect,  or  that  pas- 
sion has  the  faculty  of  changing  the  rudest 
instincts  into  clearsightedness,  it  does  some- 
times happen,  that  bulls  see  through,  and 
laugh  at  the  most  clever  artifices  of  the 
tauromachia. 

The  picadores  were  the  first  to  attract  the 
attention  of  the  terrible  animal.  He  charged 
the  nearest  of  them,  and  hurled  him  to  the 
ground.  He  did  the  same  to  the  second, 
unchecked  by  his  lance,  which  only  slightly 
wounded  him.  A  like  fate  befell  the  third. 
Medianoche  with  his  blood-stained  horns  and 
forehead,  then  planted  himself  in  the  centre 
of  the  arena,  and  raising  his  head,  gazed 
proudly  at  the  spectators,  who,  excited  by 
admiration  of  so  much  bravery,  applauded 
loudly.  Q  2 
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The  chulos  removed  the  picadores  to  the 
barrier ;  one  of  them  had  a  broken  leg,  and 
was  carried  to  the  hospital.  The  other  two 
mounted  fresh  horses,  and,  joined  by  a  third, 
took  up  their  places  again,  lance  in  rest, 
while  the  chulos  attracted  the  bull's  attention 
with  their  cloaks.  Two  minutes  after  the 
bull  first  saw  them,  the  three  were  on  the 
ground.  One  was  senseless,  and  his  head 
bleeding.  The  bull  vented  his  rage  on  the 
horse  whose  mangled  body  served  as  a  shield 
to  his  unlucky  rider. 

It  was  a  frightful  moment. 

In  vain,  at  the  risk  of  their  own  lives,  the 
chulillos  tried  to  divert  the  savage  brute's 
attention  :  he  seemed  to  thirst  for  blood,  and 
determined  to  satiate  himself  on  his  victim. 

At  that  terrible  moment,  a  chulo  ran  to 
the  bull,  and  threw  his  cloak  over  his  head 
to  blindfold  him.  He  succeeded  in  doing  so 
for  an  instant ;  but  the  bull  disengaged  his 
head,  saw  the  aggressor  making  off,  rushed 
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after  him,  and  in  his  blind  fury,  passed  him, 
the  chulo  having  thrown  himself  on  the 
ground.  When  he  turned,  unwilling  to  give 
up  his  prey,  his  agile  adversary  had  already 
gained  the  barrier,  and  leaped  over,  applauded 
by  the  joyful  acclamations  of  the  whole  as- 
sembly. All  this  passed  with  the  rapidity  of 
lightning. 

The  heroic  and  disinterested  way  in  which 
the  toreros  assist  and  defend  each  other,  is 
the  only  redeeming  point,  in  these  cruel, 
inhuman,  immoral  sports,  which  are  an 
anachronism  in  an  age  that  prides  itself  upon 
its  enlightenment.  Meanwhile,  the  bull  was 
lording  it  alone,  master  of  the  plaza.  A 
feeling  of  terror  reigned  in  the  assembly. 
Different  ."opinions  were  pronounced ;  .some 
wished  that  the  cabestros  *  should  be  brought 
into  the  arena,  to  lead  out  the  formidable 
beast,  as  much  to  prevent  further  disasters  as 

*  The  bell  oxen  that  lead  the  drove. 
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that  he  might  be  saved,  to  continue  his  brave 
stock.  Sometimes  this  course  is  adopted, 
but  generally  speaking  spared  bulls  do  not 
survive  the  inflammation  of  blood  produced 
by  the  fight.  Others  wished  that  they 
should  hamstring  him,  so  as  to  kill  him 
without  danger.  Unhappily,  the  majority 
cried  that  it  would  be  a  shame,  and  that  so 
brave  a  bull  ought  to  die,  according  to  all 
the  rules  of  the  art. 

The  president  did  not  know  which  side  to 
take.  To  direct  and  command  a  corrida  de 
toros  is  not  so  easy  a  matter  as  it  seems.  It 
is  sometimes  easier  to  preside  over  a  legis- 
lative assembly.  In  fact,  what  often  occurs 
in  the  latter,  happened  on  the  present 
occasion.  Those  who  shouted  the  loudest 
gained  the  day,  and  it  was  decided  that  the 
powerful  and  terrible  animal,  should  die  ac- 
cording to  rule,  in  possession  of  all  his  means 
of  defence. 
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Pepe  Vera  then  came  forward,  armed  for 
the  fight.  After  bowing  to  the  authorities, 
he  placed  himself  opposite  to  Maria,  and 
dedicated  the  bull  to  her.  He  was  pale,  Maria 
crimson,  and  her  eyes  starting  from  their 
sockets.  Her  breath  came  from  her  heaving 
bosom,  like  the  hoarse  breathing  of  one  who 
is  dying. — She  was  leaning  forward,  sup- 
porting herself  on  the  balustrade,  digging 
her  nails  into  it. 

Maria  loved  this  young  and  handsome 
man,  who  was  looking  death  so  calmly  in 
the  face.  She  was  proud  of  a  love  which 
subjugated  her,  which  made  her  tremble,  which 
forced  tears  from  her;  for  that  brutal  and 
tyrannical  love,  that  exchange  of  deep,  pas- 
sionate, and  exclusive  affection,  was  the  love 
she  required;  as  some  men  of  peculiar  or- 
ganization require  the  powerful  stimulus  of 
spirits,  instead  of  sweet  liqueurs  and  delicate 
wines.  A  profound  silence  reigned  over  every- 


232  THE    SEA-GULL. 

thing.  As  if  a  horrible  presentiment  weighed 
on  the  souls  of  all  present,  obscuring  the  bril- 
liancy of  the  festival,  as  the  cloud  obscures 
the  sun. 

Many  rose  and  left  the  plaza. 

The  bull,  meanwhile,  remained  in  the  centre 
of  the  arena,  with  the  tranquillity  of  a  brave 
man,  who,  with  his  arms  folded,  and  firm 
countenance,  proudly  defies  his  adversaries. 

Pepe  Yera  selected  the  place  that  suited 
him  best,  with  his  usual  calm  nonchalant 
manner,  and  pointing  it  out  with  his  finger 
to  the  chulos  exclaimed, — 

"Here!" 

The  chulos  sprang  forward  like  sparks  from 
a  firework.  The  bull  pursued  them  without 
a  moment's  hesitation.  The  chulos  disap- 
peared. The  bull  found  himself  face  to  face 
with  the  matador. 

This  formidable  position  did  not  last  long. 
Medianoche  instantly  charged,  and  with  such 
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speed  that  Pepe  was  taken  off  his  guard. 
The  utmost  he  could  do  was  to  slip  aside,  so 
as  to  evade  the  first  onset  of  his  adversary. 
But  the  animal,  unlike  most  of  its  species, 
was  not  carried  forward  by  the  impetus  of 
his  rush.  He  turned  in  a  moment,  dashed 
like  a  thunderbolt  on  the  matador,  caught 
him  on  his  horns,  shook  his  head  furiously, 
and  hurled  to  a  distance  of  some  yards, 
the  body  of  Pepe  Vera,  which  fell  an  inert 
mass  to  the  ground. 

Then  burst  forth  from  thousands  of 
human  breasts  a  cry,  which  only  the  ima- 
gination of  Dante  could  conceive — a  cry 
rending  the  very  heart — a  deep,  mournful, 
and  prolonged  wail. 

The  picadores  galloped  at  the  bull  with 
their  lances,  to  prevent  him  attacking  his 
victim  afresh. 

The  chulos,  like  a  flight  of  birds,  sur- 
rounded him  also. 
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"  The  medias  lunas !  the  medias  lunas  !  "* 
shouted  the  whole  assembly. 

The  alcalde  repeated  the  cry. 

Those  terrible  weapons  were  brought, 
and  the  bull  was  soon  hamstrung.  He 
roared  fearfully  from  pain  and  rage,  and 
finally  fell  dead  under  the  knife  which  the 
ignoble  cachetero  plunged  into  the  nape  of 
his  neck. 

The  chulos  raised  Pepe  Yera  from  the 
ground. 

"  Dead ! " 

Such  was  the  cry  that  burst  unanimously 
from  the  brilliant  group  that  surrounded  the 
unhappy  matador — a  cry  which  passed  from 
mouth  to  mouth,  till  it  reached  the  furthest 
benches,  spreading  over  the  plaza  like  a 
funeral  banner. 

******* 
******* 

*  Half-moons. 
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A  fortnight  had  passed  since  this  fatal 
corrida. 

In  a  bedroom,  in  which  were  still  some 
good  articles  of  furniture,  though  the  more 
luxurious  ones  had  disappeared ;  in  an  ele- 
gant bed,  but  whose  hanging*  were  faded 
and  soiled ;  lay  a  pale,  emaciated  young 
woman.  She  was  alone.  She  seemed  as  if 
just  awakened  from  a  long  sleep.  She  sat 
up  in  bed,  gazing  round  the  room  in 
astonishment.  Laying  her  hand  on  her 
forehead,  as  if  she  wished  to  collect  her 
ideas,  she  called,  in  a  weak,  hoarse  voice, 
"  Marina ! " 

Not  Marina,  but  another  woman  entered, 
bringing  a  draught  she  had  been  pre- 
paring. 

The  invalid  looked  at  her. 

"  I  seem  to  know  your  face,"  she  said, 
with  surprise. 

"  Possibly,  my  sister,"  she  replied,  very 
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gently.  "  We  visit  the  houses  of  the  poor 
as  well  as  those  of  the  rich." 

"  But — where  is  Marina  ?  Where  is 
she  ?  "  said  the  invalid. 

"  She  has  run  away  with  the  man- 
servant, carrying  off  everything  of  value." 

"  And  my  husband  ?  " 

"  He  has  gone  away,  no  one  knows 
where." 

"  Dios ! "  exclaimed  the  sick  woman, 
pressing  her  hands  on  her  forehead. 

"  And  the  duke  ?  "  she  asked,  after  some 
moments  of  silence.  "  You  must  know  him, 
for  I  believe  it  was  in  his  house  that  I  saw 

you." 

"  In  the  house  of  the  Duchess  of 
Alrnansa?  Yes,  very  likely,  for  that  lady 
sometimes  entrusts  me  with  the  distribu- 
tion of  her  alms.  She  is  gone  to  Anda- 
lusia, with  her  husband  and  all  their 
family." 
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"  Then  I  am  alone,  and  forsaken ! "  ex- 
claimed the  sufferer,  whose  recollections 
were  crowding  on  her  memory — those  of 
earliest  date  first,  as  is  usually  the  case  on 
recovering  from  a  trance. 

"  What  then,  am  I  nobody  ? "  said  the 
good  sister  of  charity,  putting  her  arms 
round  Maria.  "  If  they  had  let  me  know 
sooner,  you  wouldn't  have  been  so  ill  as 
you  now  are." 

Suddenly,  a  hoarse  cry  burst  from  the 
suffering  breast  of  the  invalid  : 

"  Pepe  !— the  bull  !— Pepe  !— Dead  !- 
ah!" 

And  she  fell  back  senseless  on  the 
pillow. 


(     238    ) 


CHAPTEE  XIY. 

Six  months  after  the  events  recorded  in  the 
last  chapter,  the  Countess  of  Algar  was 
seated  one  day  in  her  drawing-room  with 

her  mother.     She  was  engaged  in  trimming 

j~ 
a  straw  hat  with  ribbons,  and  in  trying  it 

on  her  son. 

General  Santa  Maria  entered. 

"See,  uncle,"  said  she,  "how  becoming  a 
straw  hat  is  to  this  little  angel." 

"  You  are  spoiling  him  nicely,"  said  the 
general. 

"  Never  mind,"  put  in  the  marchioness. 
"  We  all  spoil  our  children ;  but  they  grow 
up  useful  members  of  society  nevertheless. 
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Our  mother  spoilt  you  not  a  little,  brother, 
but  it  did  not  prevent  your  being  what  you 
are." 

"  Mamma,  give  thou  me  a  biscuit,"  said 
the  child. 

"  What  do  you  mean  by  Maying  your 
mother,  you  tadpole  ? "  said  the  general. 
"  That's  not  the  way  to  speak.  You  should 
say,  *  Mother,  will  you  do  me  the  favour  to 
give  me  a  biscuit.5 " 

The  child  began  to  cry  on  hearing  his 
uncle's  sharp  voice. 

His  mother  gave  him  a  biscuit  on  the  sly. 

"  He  is  so  little,"  observed  the  marchioness, 
"  that  as  yet  he  can't  understand  the  differ- 
ence between  thou  and  you'' 

"  If  he  doesn't  understand  it,  he  should 
be  taught,"  replied  the  general. 

"But,  uncle,"  said  the  countess,  "I  like 
my  children  to  tutoye  me." 

"  What,  niece ! "  exclaimed  the  general ; 
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.'       ! 

"do  you  also  wish  to  adopt  this  fashion, 
which  has  come  to  us  from  France,  like 
everything  that  corrupts  our  manners.  For 
my  part  I  admire  the  old  fashion  of  the 
grandees  of  Spain,  who  insisted  on  being 
called  excelencia  by  their  sons.  However, 
let's  change  the  subject.  I  bring  news 
which  cannot  fail  to  please  you.  The  pretty 
corvette  '  Iberia?  from  Havannah,  has  just 
arrived  at  Cadiz:  so  it's  likely  that  we 
shall  embrace  Rafael  to-morrow.  What  a 
lucky  fellow  that  young  man  is !  He  has 
hardly  written  to  us  to  say  that  he  would 
like  to  return  to  the  Peninsula,  when  the 
opportunity  he  desires  occurs,  and  the  cap- 
tain-general sends  him  home  with  important 
despatches." 

The  marchioness  and  countess  were  still 
expressing  their  joy  at  this  news,  when  the 
door  opened,  and  Rafael  Arias  was  in  their 
arms. 
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"How  glad  I  am  to  see  you,  my  dear 
good  Rafael ! "  said  the  countess. 

"  Dios  I "  added  the  marchioness,  "  I  bless 
our  lady  of  Carmen  that  you  are  come  back. 
But  what  need  had  you,  with  your  good 
property,  to  go  across  the  sea,  as  though  it 
were  only  a  small  lake  ?  I'll  lay  a  wager 
you  were  sea-sick." 

"  That  is  the  smallest  evil  I  suffered,  for 
it  was  a  passing  one.  I  had  another,  which 
increased  daily — namely,  home-sickness,  and 
a  longing  to  see  those  who  are  dear  to  me.  I 
don't  know  whether  it  is  because  Spain  is  an 
excellent  mother,  or  because  we  Spaniards 
are  good  sons  ;  but  one  thing  is  certain :  we 
cannot  live,  except  on  her  bosom." 

"  It's  for  both  reasons,  my  dear  nephew, 
for  both  reasons,"  repeated  the  general, 
with  a  smile  of  the  greatest  satisfaction. 

"  Havannah  is  a  very  rich  country,  isn't  it, 
Rafael  ?  "  asked  the  countess. 

VOL.  IT.  R 
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"  Yes,  cousin,  and  she  knows  it  too ;  like 
the  great  lady  that  she  is;  her  riches  are 
not  like  those  of  one  enriched  yesterday, 
which  swell  rapidly,  rush  on,  and  pass  away 
like  mountain-torrents.  There,  wealth  flows 
on  gently  and  silently,  like  a  deep  and 
plentiful  river,  which  derives  its  waters 
from  permanent  sources.  There,  riches  are 
everywhere,  and  every  one  sees  and  feels 
them,  without  any  need  of  their  being 
ostentatiously  announced." 

"  And  the  women  ?  did  they  please  you  ?  " 
inquired  the  countess. 

"  As  a  general  rule,"  replied  Rafael,  "  all 
women  please  me,  in  all  parts  of  the  world  : 
the  young  for  what  they  are,  the  old  for 
what  they  have  been,  and  the  children  for 
what  they  will  be." 

"  Don't  generalize  so,  Rafael ;  enter  more 
into  particulars." 

"Well   then,  Gracia,  the  Habaneras  are 
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charming  female  Lazzaronis,  clad  in  muslin 
and  lace,  and  whose  satin  slippers  are  useless 
ornaments  to  the  tiny  members  on  which 
they  are  worn ;  for  I  have  never  seen  a 
Habanera  on  her  feet.  Their  talking  is  like 
the  nightingale's  song ;  they  live  on  sugar, 
like  bees,  and  smoke  like  the  funnel  of  a 
steamer ;  their  black  eyes  are  dramatic 
poems  ;  their  hearts,  mirrors  without  quick- 
silver. The  dark  side  of  life  does  not  enter 
that  large  garden,  where  the  women  pass 
their  lives,  lounging  in  their  hammocks, 
swinging  to  and  fro  among  flowers,  fanned 
by  slaves  with  fans  of  feathers." 

"Do  you  know,"  said  the  countess,  " that 
it  was  rumoured  you  were  going  to  be 
married  ?  " 

"Madam  Rumour,  my  dear  Gracia,  as- 
sumes in  the  present  day  the  place  that 
buffoons  formerly  occupied  in  courts.  Like 
them,  she  says  whatever  she  likes,  without- 

R2 
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caring  whether  it  be  true ;  and  in  this  case 
Madam  Rumour  has  told  you  a  fib,  my 
cousin." 

"  But  she  said  more,"  added  the  countess, 
laughing :  "  she  gave  your  intended  a  dowry 
of  two  million  duros." 

Rafael  burst  out  laughing. 

"  I  see  what  you're  driving  at  now,"  he 
said ;  "  it's  true  the  capitan-general  wished 
to  endorse  me  some  such  bill  of  ex- 
change." 

"  And  what  was  my  proposed  cousin 
like?" 

"  As  ugly  as  mortal  sin ;  her  left  shoulder 
had  a  decided  inclination  towards  the  ear  of 
the  same  side ;  the  right,  on  the  contrary, 
was  running  away  from  its  neighbour,  the 
other  ear." 

"  And  what  did  you  say  to  the  proposal  ?  " 

"  That  I  had  no  fancy  for  pills,  however 
well  gilded." 
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"  An  answer  badly  made,"  said  the 
general. 

"  Her  back  was  badly  made,  senor." 

"  Still,"  added  the  countess,  "  knowing 
that  Ri— " 

She  stopped  on  seeing  a  pained  expres- 
sion, as  of  a  bitter  recollection,  spread  over 
her  cousin's  frank,  open  countenance. 

"  Is  she  happy  ?  "  he  asked. 

"As  happy  as  it  is  possible  to  be  in 
this  world,"  replied  the  countess.  "  She 
lives  a  very  retired  life." 

u  And  he  ?  "  inquired  Arias. 

"  He  is  completely  changed  since  his  mar- 
riage, and  reconciliation  with  his  brother- 
in-law,  who  guides  him  pin  everything. 
He  looks  after  his  property,  with  the 
advice  of  my  husband,  so  that  he  passes 
whole  weeks  in  the  country.  In  fine,  he's 
the  spoilt  child  of  the  whole  family,  which 
has  received  him  like  the  prodigal  son — " 
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"A  good  example,"  observed  the  gene- 
ral, "  of  our  wise  proverb  :  '  Better  a  bad 
man  whom  you  know,  than  a  good  man 
whom  you  have  to  find  out.' " 

"  And  Eloisa  ? "  continued  Arias. 

"  Hers  is  a  lamentable  story.  She  made 
a  secret  marriage  with  a  French  adventurer, 
who  called  himself  cousin  to  the  Prince  de 
Eohan,  and  fellow-labourer  with  Dumas ;  sent 
by  Baron  Taylor  to  buy  artistic  curiosities, 
and  whose  name,  unhappily,  was  Abelard. 
In  her  name,  and  in  that  of  her  lover,  she 
perceived  a  union  arranged  by  destiny. 
She  saw  in  him  a  man  who  was  at  once  a 
literate,  an  artist,  and-  a  scion  of  a  princely 
house ;  and  believed  she  had  met  with  the 
ideal  being  of  her  golden  dreams.  As  for 
her  parents,  who  opposed  the  match,  she 
looked  upon  them  as  tyrants  of  melodrama, 
whose  ideas  were  obsolete,  and  buried  in 
obscurity — 
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"And  in  Spanishness"  put  in  the  general, 
ironically. 

"And  this  enlightened  young  lady, 
nourished  upon  novels,  and  lachrymose 
poems,  married  the  great  vagabond,  who 
had  already  two  wives,  as  we  afterwards 
found  out.  Some  months  after,  having  spent 
all  the  money  she  had  brought  him,  he 
abandoned  her  at  Valencia,  where  her  un- 
happy father  sought  her,  and  found  her  a 
dishonoured  woman, — neither  married  nor 
unmarried.  See,  nephew,  to  what  this  ex- 
aggerated and  false  love  of  foreigners  leads ! " 

"  Rafael,  you  might  have  prevented  her 
misfortunes,"  said  the  countess. 

"  I ! "  exclaimed  her  cousin. 

"  Yes,  you,"  continued  G-racia.  "  You 
know  how  much  she  liked  you,  and  valued 
your  opinion." 

"  Yes,"  said  the  general ;  "  because  you 
gained  the  good  opinion  of  the  foreigners." 
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"Talking  of  other  things,  what  has  be- 
come of  our  note  of  admiration, — the  re- 
nowned A  Polo  de  Marmol  ? "  inquired 
Arias. 

"  He  has  turned  politician,"  said  Gratia. 

"  I  know  that.  I  heard  that  he  had 
written  an  ode  against  the  throne,  under  the 
pseudonyme  of  '  Tyranny.'  " 

"Poor  Tyranny!"  said  the  general; 
"  every  one  makes  faggots  of  a  fallen  tree. 
So  the  lion  has  already  received  the  kick  of 
the  ass — " 

"  I  know,"  continued  Rafael,  "  that  he  has 
written  another  poem  against  superstitions ; 
including,  among  others,  the  fatality  ascribed 
to  the  number  thirteen,  the  Pope's  infalli- 
bility, upsetting  a  saltcellar,  and  conjugal 
fidelity." 

"  Vaya,  Rafael ! "  exclaimed  the  countess, 
laughing,  "  he  has  done  nothing  of  the 
kind." 
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" Further,"  pursued  Rafael,  "I  know  that 
our  A  Polo  has  composed  a  satire — he  is 
much  inclined  to  that  style,  and  for  a  long 
time  has  felt  the  horns  of  Marsyas  budding 
on  his  forehead — a  satire,  I  say,  against 
hypocris}r;  in  which  he  says  that  it's  hy- 
pocrisy to  ask  for  payments  for  the  clergy, 
for  the  monks,  or  for  the  nuns." 

"  Well,  then,  nephew,"  said  the  general, 
"in  these  beautiful  compositions  he  has 
shown  so  much  merit,  that  they  have  made 
him  editor  of  an  opposition  newspaper." 

"  I  see,"  said  Rafael,  "  and  can  guess  what 
has  followed,  because  it's  a  farce  that's 
played  every  day."  He  has  cut  his  pen 
into  the  shape  of  the  jawbone  of  an  ass,  and, 
armed  with  it,  has  attacked  the  Philistines 
in  power." 

"  You  have  hit  it  like  a  prophet,"  said 
the  general.  "  I  don't  know  how  he  man- 
aged it,  but,  sure  enough,  you  will  find  him 
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a  great  man  now;  with  plenty  of  money, 
overflowing  with  bon  ton,  and  bursting  with 
intellectual  vigour." 

"  And  the  duke  ?  "  asked  "Rafael,  "  shall  I 
find  him  in  Madrid  ?  " 

"  No ;  but  you  may  see  him  by  going  to 
Cordova,  where  he  is  with  his  family." 

"  The  duke  has  at  last  taken  my  advice," 
said  the  general,  "  and  given  up  public  life. 
All  persons  of  importance  ought,  in  these 
times,  to  retire  to  their  tents,  like  Achilles." 

"  But  uncle,"  said  Eafael,  "  that's  the  way 
that  every  one  gets  out  of  a  difficulty." 

"  They  say,"  said  the  countess,  "  that  the 
duke  is  devoting  himself  entirely  to  litera- 
ture. He  is  now  composing  something  for 
the  theatre." 

"  I'll  lay  a  wager  that  the  name  of  the 
piece  will  be  '  The  Goat  longs  for  its 
Mountain,' "  said  Eafael,  in  a  low  voice  to 
the  countess;  alluding  to  the  loves  of 
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Maria  and  Pepe,  which  every  one  had 
suspected,  except  the  two  men  who  were  so 
partial  to  Maria ;  the  noble  character  of  the 
one  and  the  good  faith  of  the  other,  being 
unable  to  suspect  any  wrong  in  her. 

"  And  Marisalada,"  he  continued,  "  has 
she  mounted  to  the  Capitol,  in  a  car  of  pure 
gold,  drawn  by  her  worshippers  ?  " 

"  She  lost  her  voice  from  an  attack  on  the 
lungs.  Didn't  you  know  it  ?  " 

"  I  was  so  far  from  knowing  it,  that  I 
brought  her  over  magnificent  proposals  from 
the  theatre  at  Havanuah — What  does  she 
do  now  ? " 

"Now  that  she  can't  sing,"  said  the 
general,  "  she  will  probably  follow  the  ad- 
vice of  the  ant  in  the  fable,  and  learn 
to  dance." 

"  Or  what  is  more  likely,"  said  the 
countess,  "she  is  weeping  over  her  faults 
and  the  loss  of  her  voice." 
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"  But  where  is  she  ? "  asked  Rafael, 
eagerly. 

"  No  one  knows,"  replied  the  countess, 
"  and  I  am  sorry  for  it,  for  I  should  like  to 
offer  her  consolation,  or  assistance,  if  she 
need  them." 

"  Keep  them  for  those  who  deserve  them," 
said  the  general. 

"All  who  are  unhappy  deserve  them,  uncle," 

"  Well  said,  my  daughter,"  observed  her 
mother,  feelingly,  "  do  good  and  never  mind 
to  whom,  when  you  do  ill  mind  yourself,  as 
says  the  saw." 

*'  I  am  anxious  to  find  out  where  she  is," 
continued  Rafael,  "because  I  bring  her  a 
letter." 

"  A  letter  ?     From  whom  ?  " 

"  From  her  husband." 

"  Have  you  seen  him  ? "  asked  the 
countess,  with  much  interest ;  "didn't  they 
say  he  had  gone  to  Germany  ? " 
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"  Certainly  not,  lie  embarked  for  Ha- 
vannah  in  the  same  vessel  with  me.  How 
changed  and  unhappy  he  was  ! .  I'm  sure  you 
wouldn't  have  known  him ;  but  always  so 
gentle,  amiable,  and  good !  A  short  time 
after  our  arrival  he  died  of  yellow  fever." 

"  Dead ! "  exclaimed  the  marchioness  and 
her  daughter  together.  "  Poor,  poor  Stein ! 
God  take  him  to  his  glory ! "  added  her 
mother. 

"  The  death  of  that  good  man  lies  on  the 
conscience  of  that  accursed  actress,"  said  the 
general. 

"  I,  who  think  myself  invulnerable," 
continued  Rafael,  "  although  I  have  never 
had  the  disease,  went  to  see  him  as  soon  as 
I  heard  he  was  ill." 

"  My  good  Rafael,"  said  the  countess, 
taking  her  cousin's  hand. 

"  His  attack  was  so  violent  that  I  found  him 
almost  at  his  last  gasp,  but  still  as  calm  and 
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kind  as  ever.  He  thanked  me  for  my  visit, 
saying  that  it  was  a  great  happiness  to  him 
to  see  a  friend's  face  before  he  died.  He  asked 
me  for  a  pen  and  some  paper,  wrote  a  few 
lines  while  almost  dying,  and  begged  me  to 
deliver  them  to  bis  wife,  and  to  tell  her  that 
he  sent  them  with  his  dying  faith.  Soon 
after,  he  died,  with  one  hand  in  that  of  the 
priest,  who  was  administering  the  last  sacra- 
ments, and  the  other  in  mine:  I  entrust  this 
sacred  commission  to  you,  my  cousin,  that 
you  may  send  it  by  some  safe  hand  to 
Yillamar,  where  most  likely  she  has  retired 
with  her  father." 

"Here  is  the  letter,"  continued  Rafael, 
taking  from  his  pocket  a  paper  carefully 
wrapped  up.  "  I  have  read  it  several  times, 
as  one  reads  a  hymn." 

The  countess  opened  the  letter,  and 
read, — 

"Maria!   you  whom    I  have  so   much 
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loved,  and  whom  I  still  love ;  if  my  forgive- 
ness can  lighten  your  remorse,  if  my 
blessing  can  contribute  to  your  happiness, 
receive  both  from  my  deathbed. 

"FRITZ  STEIN." 


(     256     ) 


CHAPTER  XY. 

IF,  before  we  part  for  ever,  the  reader  should 
wish  to  cast  one  more  glance  on  that  remote 
corner  of  the  world  called  Tillamar,  we  will 
take  him  there,  without  it  being  necessary 
for  him  to  give  one  thought  to  the  fatigues 
or  expense  of  the  journey.  Indeed,  while 
talking  of  it,  we  have  already  arrived. 

Well  then,  amiable  reader,  here  is  the 
cap  of  Merlin ;  do  me  the  favour  to  put  it 
on ;  for  if  you  remain  as  visible  as  you  are 
now,  you  will  disturb  by  your  presence,  that 
peaceful  and  quiet  spot,  just  as  an  object 
thrown  into  the  still  and  clear  waters  of  a 
pond  disturbs  its  clearness  and  repose. 
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After  four  yi&ars,  that  is  to  say,  in  the 
summer  of  18,48,  we  find  ourselves  at  the 
said  village,  which,  as  of  old,  like  an  angler, 
is  so  quietly  seated  by  the  sea-shore.  We  will 
relate  some  important  public  and  private 
events  which  have  occurred  in  the  interval. 

Let  us  begin  with  the  ill-starred  inscrip- 
tion, that  caused  so  much,  anxiety  to  the 
enlightened  Alcalde,  who,  a  blacksmith  by 
trade,  was  in  the  habit  of  saying  that  iron 
was  not  harder  than  the  heads  of  his  subor- 
dinates; the  inscription  which,  moreover, 
procured  the  schoolmaster  a  tremendous 
tumble,  and  Eosa  Mistica  three  days  of 
spasms,  but  which,  to  make  up,  had  filled 
Don  Modesto  Guerrero  with  admiration. 

The  remainder  of  the  inhabitants  had 
simply  taken  the  inscription  for  an  official 
edict, — one  of  those  notices,  "  by  authority," 
which  begin,  "  Four  ducats  fine,  for  throwing 
rubbish  of  any  sort  on  this  spot."  The  rains 

VOL.  n.  s 
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of  Andalusia,  that  seem  destined  rather  to 
scourge  the  land  than  to  feed  it,  had  fallen 
on  the  beautiful  letters  which  composed  it, 
and  nearly  effaced  them. 

The  alcalde,  fearing  that  this  sight  might 
produce  a  similar  effect  on  the  patriotism  of 
the  inhabitants,  proposed  to  keep  that  noble 
sentiment  alive  in  their  hearts,  by  another 
and  more  powerful  medium. 

The  name  of  Calle  Real,  offended  his 
representative  ears.  He  wished  to  patriotize 
it,  and  published  an  edict,  by  which  that  ill- 
sounding  name  was  changed  into  Calk  de  los 
Hijos  de  Padilla*  From  this  cause  there 
arose  a  small  emeute  in  Yillamar.  What 
point  of  the  globe  escapes  without  emeutes 
in  the  present  age  ? 

It  so  happened  that  one  of  the  inhabitants 
of  the  said  street,  by  name  Cristobal  Padilla, 
had  died,  and  his  sons  naturally  inherited  the 

*  Street  of  the  sons  of  Padilla. 
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house  which  he  had  owned.  But  in  the 
same  street  also  lived  the  Lopez,  Perez, 
and  the  Sanchez  families,  who  protested 
loudly  against  such  unjust  preference.  In 
vain  the  alcalde  tried  to  explain  to  them  that 
the  so-called  Hijos  de  Padilla*  formed  in 
other  days  an  association  of  Free  men.  To 
this  they  replied  that  they  knew  very  well 
the  Padillas  were  free  men,  and  that  no  one 
wished  to  dispute  that  title  with  them ;  but 
that  they,  the  Lopez,  Perez,  and  Sanchez, 
were  just  as  much  so,  and  had  been  so  since 
the  creation  of  the  world ;  that  they  would 
not  suffer  the  humiliation  of  seeing  them- 
selves put  under  the  Padillas,  and  that,  if  the 
alcalde  persisted  in  the  attempt,  they  would 
complain  to  a  competent  authority;  for 
superior  tribunals  to  which  they  could  have 
recourse  against  tyranny  and  injustice'  had 

*  John  de  Padilla  in  the  year  1522  was  at  the  head  of  the 
insurrection  in  Castile. 

s2 
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always  existed,  unless  under  any  newfangled 
system  of  the  day  they  had  been  suppressed. 

The  alcalde,  stunned  by  their  clamour, 
wished  them  at  the  deviL 

Not  knowing  what  saint  to  evoke  in  order 
to  giveVillamar  a  certain  modem  appear- 
ance, which  should  raise  it  to  the  level  of 
the  times,  he  conceived  the  idea  of  calling 
the  road  which  led  from  the  village  to  the 
hill  on  which  were  the  cemetery  and  chapel 
of  Our  Lord  of  Good  Help,  by  the  name 
of  Caminn  de  Urdax,  after  the  battle  of  that 
name  which  preceded  the  treaty  of  Yergara. 

But  for  this  he  was  taken  more  than  ever 
to  task.  There  was  a  revolution  of  women, 
— a  revolution  with  all  the  formalities,  com- 
manded by  Rosa  Mistica  in  person.  Their 
shouts  and  lamentations  would  have  stunned 
the  deaf. 

"What  does  Urdax  mean?"  screamed 
one. 
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"What  have  we  to  do  with  Urdax?" 
cried  another. 

"  Who  wants  to  be  buried  in  Urdax  ? " 
croaked  an  old  woman. 

"Senor  Alcalde,"  said  a  poor  widow,  "if 
your  worship  has  set  your  heart  on  improve- 
ments, reduce  the  taxes,  make  them  what 
they  formerly  were  in  the  king's  time,  but 
let  things  be  called  as  they  always  have 
been." 

"If  your  worship's  so  fond  of  the  name 
of  Urdax,"  said  a  young  woman,  "  take  it  for 
yourself." 

"  Senor,"  said  Rosa  Mistica,  gravely,  u  the 
road  is  the  Via  Cruci?,  and  you  profane  it 
with  this  Moorish  name." 

The  alcalde  stopped  his  ears  and  ran 
away. 

So  many  beautiful  ideas  being  frustrated, 
he  deckred  that  the  inhabitants  of  Tillarnar 
were  animals,  stupid  brutes,  partisans  of  the 
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abominable  times  of  absolutism,  with  no 
other  motives  than  low  pecuniary  interest, 
enemies  of  all  social  progress,  and  of  all  im- 
provements, despicable  routinists,  who  didn't 
deserve  to  be  called  townspeople,  much  less 
free  citizens. 

Notwithstanding  this  fearful  anathema, 
Yillamar  and  its  inhabitants  went  on  just  as 
well  as  ever. 

A  short  time  after,  the  following  appeared 
in  a  periodical  of  importance : — 

"Our  correspondent  at  Yillamar  (Lower 
Andalusia),  writes : 

"  Public  tranquility  has  been  threatened  in 
this  village.  Some  ill-disposed  persons,  in- 
stigated, no  doubt,  by  the  infamous  agents  of 
the  odious  faction,  chose,  under  the  ridiculous 
pretext  that  they  were  not  needed,  to  oppose 
the  wise  measures,  and  useful  improvements, 
that  our  worthy  alcalde,  Don  Perfecto  Ci- 
vico,  wished  to  introduce.  But  the  admirable 
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sang-froid,  and  heroic  valour  displayed  by 
our  excellent  authority,  intimidated  the 
rebels,  and  everything  is  restored  to  order, 
without  our  having  to  deplore  any  serious 
casualty. 

"  Good  patriots,  live  without  uneasiness ! 
your  brothers  of  Tillamar  well  know  how  to 
frustrate  the  machinations  of  our  enemies ! 

"  As  we  are  in  July,  the  temperature  is 
somewhat  high.  We  cannot  possibly  state 
how  many  degrees,  for  civilization  has  not, 
as  yet,  allotted  to  Yillamar  the  advantage  of 
a  thermometer. 

"  The  harvest  looks  well,  especially  in  the 
pumpkin  branch,  whose  quantity  and  size 
fill  the  honest  farmers  with  satisfaction  and 
joy. 

"  Signed, 

"  THE  MODEL  PATRIOT." 

It  is  allowable  to  state  that  this  model  of 
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patriotism,  was  no  other  than   the  alcalde 
himself,  author  of  the  article. 

This  excellent  man  had  once  been  a  far- 
rier, and,  from  running  about  in  the  world, 
had  reached  to  a  prodigious  height  of  modern 
ideas,  and  love  of  progress.  He  was  a  great 
talker,  and  fond  of  hearing  himself,  so  he 
never  lacked  an  audience.  However,  he  was 
the  sole  representative  of  his  party  at  Vil- 
lamar. 

The  faction  of  the  cura,  Rosa  Mistica,  and 
the  good  women,  like  tia  Maria,  was  for  old- 
fashioned  notions.  That  of  Ramon  Perez, 
and  other  perpetual  songsters,  had  no  politi- 
cal colour.  That  of  Jose,  and  other  poor 
men  of  his  class,  talked,  at  least,  of  former 
welfare,  and  deplored  the  badness  of  present 
times,  without  exactly  defining  its  origin. 
The  notary,  who  was  a  barefaced  rogue,  as 
such  men  generally  are  in  small  towns,  was 
a  rabid  defender  of  the  conquering  party, 
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and  a  fiery  persecutor  of  the  conquered;  one 
who  was  only  gentle  to  silver. 

Bat  to  return  to  our  subject. 

The  tower  of  Fort  San  Cristobal  had 
entirely  crumbled  to  dust,  and  with  it  the 
last  hopes  that  Bon  Modesto  had  cherished 
of  seeing  his  fort  figure  in  the  same  rank 
as  Gibraltar,  Brest*  Cadiz,  Dunkirk,  Malta, 
and  SebastopoL  But  nothing  had  caused 
so  much  admiration  to  our  friends  the  in- 
habitants of  Yillamar,  as  the  remarkable 
change  in  die  shop  of  the  barber  Ramon 
Perez, 

After  the  death  of  his  father,  which  took 
place  some  months  after  Maria's  departure 
to  Seville,  Ramon  had  not  been  able  to 
resist  the  temptation  of  going  also  to  the 
capital,  following  the  steps  of  the  ungrateful 
one  who  had  sacrificed  him  for  a  miserable 
foreigner.  So  he  set  off,  and  returned  at 
the  end  of  a  fortnight,  bringing  with  him, — 
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First.  An  inexhaustible  stock  of  lies  and 
braggadocio : 

Second.  An  infinity  of  the  most  detestable 
Italian  songs : 

Third.  An  air  of  gentility — a  "  what's- 
that-to-me "  manner,  an  amount  of  impu- 
dence and  sans  facon,  enough  to  give  indi- 
gestion to  all  the  inhabitants  of  Yillamar, 
whose  unlucky  ears,  and  still  more  unlucky 
jaws,  long  bore  deplorable  evidences  of  these 
new  acquisitions : 

Fourth.  The  most  unfortunate  aspirations 
to  imitate  the  lion  of  barbers,  Figaro,  whom 
as  ill-luck  would  have  it,  he  had  seen  repre- 
sented in  the  theatre  at  Seville.  In  conse- 
quence, in  imitation  of  his  model,  he  set 
about  to  withdraw  the  alcalde  from  the  path 
of  progress,  in  order  to  lead  him  into  that 
of  the  Count  of  Almaviva ;  but  in  the  first 
place,  as  the  alcalde  was  married,  it  would 
have  been  difficult  to  find  at  Yillamar  a 
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Rosina  inclined  to  overlook  that  difficulty. 
In  the  second  place,  the  alcaldesa  was  a 
Gallician  of  wonderful  strength  and  stout- 
ness, and  naturally  far  more  to  be  dreaded, 
in  his  eyes,  than  was  Dr.  Bartolo  in  those  of 
his  model. 

Ramon  Perez  had  brought  back  some- 
thing else  from  his  travels,  which  he  revealed 
to  nobody,  and  which  he  acquired  in  the 
following  manner  : — One  night  when  he  was 
lounging  about  the  street  in  which  Maria 
lived,  sighing  like  a  grampus,  he  attracted 
the  attention  of  a  young  man  who  was 
watching  at  a  corner,  muffled  in  his  cloak  to 
his  eyes,  and  who,  going  up  to  him,  said 
curtly,  "Be  off!" 

Ramon  wished  to  reply,  but  received  so 
vigorous  a  kick,  that  he  felt  the  effects  of  it 
for  days  after. 

From  a  circumstance,  which  will  be  ex- 
plained further  on,  the  barber  had  managed 
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to  get  together  a  good  sum  of  money.  The 
recollections  of  Seville  and  of  Figaro  then 
returned  with  threefold  force  to  his  memory, 
he  embellished  his  shop  with  Asiatic  luxur}- ; 
magnificent  chairs  painted  emerald  green; 
brass-headed  pegs  as  large  as  soup-plates,  to 
hang  towels  on,  as  thick  as  your  finger ;  en- 
gravings, representing  a  very  big  Telema- 
chus,  a  very  bearded  Mentor,  and  a  very 
slightly-dressed  Calypso :  such  were  the 
ornaments  which  vied  with  each  other  in 
giving  splendour  to  the  establishment.  Ra- 
mon Perez  had  declared,  all  the  more  posi- 
tively, from  believing  it  himself,  that  these 
figures  were  St.  John,  St.  Peter,  and  the 
Magdalen. 

Some  discontented  people,  shaking  their 
heads,  had  been  heard  to  remark,  that  every- 
thing was  new  in  Ramon's  shop,  except  the 
razors ;  but  he  replied,  that  they  were  old- 
fashioned,  and  had  not  lost  the  antiquated 
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habit  of  looking  at  the  bottom  of  things, 
while  the  rule  of  the  day  was  to  give  import- 
ance only  to  exterior  and  appearance. 

But  what  most  startled  the  townsfolk  with 
admiration  was  a  formidable  sign,  which 
covered  a  large  portion  of  the  front  of  the 
barber's  shop.  In  the  centre,  painted  with 
marvellous  art,  appeared  a  foot,  apparently 
a  Chinese  foot  of  a  pale-yellow  colour,  from 
which  spouted  a  jet  of  blood,  worthy  of 
rivalling  the  fountains  of  Aranjuez  and  Ver- 
sailles. 

At  the  two  sides  were  two  enormous  half- 
opened  razors,  which  formed  two  pyramids ; 
between  them  were  two  colossal  teeth. — 
Bound  all  was  a  garland  of  roses,  like  slices 
of  beetroot,  and  from  the  garland  hung  a 
monstrous  pair  of  scissors. 

As  the  climax  of  luxury  and  ostentation, 
Bamon  Perez  had  enjoined  the  painter  to 
make  free  use  of  gilding,  and  the  artist  had 
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distributed  the  gold  in  the  following  manner : 
— on  the  thorns  of  the  roses,  on  the  blades 
of  the  razors,  and  on  the  toenails  of  the  foot. 
This  sign  told  what  every  one  knew,  namely, 
that  its  owner  exercised  at  Yillamar  the 
quadruple  functions  of  barber,  leech,  tooth- 
drawer,  and  hairdesser.  But  the  sign  was 
so  large  and  so  heavy,  that  the  mud  and 
stone  wall  of  Eamon's  house  could  not 
carry  it.  It  was  necessary  to  erect  wooden 
pilasters  on  each  side  of  the  door,  on  which 
to  rest  it.  This  arrangement  formed  a 
sort  of  portico  at  the  entrance  of  the  house, 
which  Eamon  Perez  declared,  with  the 
gravest  and  most  imperturbable  effrontery, 
to  be  an  exact  copy  of  that  of  the  Lonja 
at  Seville,  which,  as  is  well  known,  is  one 
of  the  chefs-d'oeuvre  of  the  great  architect 
Herrera. 

Now   that  the  reader  is  thoroughly   ac- 
quainted with  the  events  of  the  past,  we  will 
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return  and  take  up  the  thread  of  those  of  the 
present. 

So  profound  was  the  silence  in  that  corner 
of  the  world,  that  from  afar  was  heard  the 
voice  of  a  man,  who  was  accompanying  him- 
self on  the  guitar.  His  song  was  no  national 
%air,  but  a  lachrymose  romance  called  Atala, 
full  of  cadences,  shakes,  and  lavish  flourishes, 
which  he  executed  abominably. — This  song 
issued  from  the  shop  we  have  described,  and 
the  person  who  sang  it,  was  the  owner  of 
that  establishment,  the  renowned  Ramon 
Perez.  In  front  of  the  singer,  stood,  as  up- 
right as  ever,  Don  Modesto  Gruerrero,  listening 
in  a  grave  and  abstracted  position,  exactly 
like  the  respectable  Mentor,  who  adorned 
the  wall,  the  only  difference  being  that  he 
was  very  well  shaved,  and  his  tuft  of  hair, 
very  smooth,  stiff,  and  perpendicular.  Sud- 
denly the  door  at  the  end  of  the  shop  was 
thrown  wide  open,  and  a  woman  entered 
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by  it,  with  one  child  in  her  arms,  and 
another  following  her,  crying,  and  holding 
on  by  the  skirts  of  her  dress. 

This  woman,  who  was  pale  and  thin,  with 
a  haughty  ill-tempered  manner,  wore  a  faded 
old  crape  dress.  Her  long  hair,  unbrnshed 
and  neglected,  hung  down  in  an  untidy  way,  * 
nearly  to  the  ground.  On  her  feet  were  silk 
shoes,  worn  down  at  heels,  and  in  her  ears, 
large  gold  earrings. 

"Be  still,  Ramon!  be  still  Ramon!" 
she  said,  in  a  hoarse  voice,  as  she  entered 
the  shop.^..  '  You.torture  my  ears !  I'd  rather 
hear  the  cawing  of  all  the  crows  in  the 
country  round,  and  the  caterwauling  of  all 
the  cats  in  the  town,  than  hear  you  massacre 
good  music.  I've  told  you  a  thousand  times, 
to  sing  the  songs  of  the  country.  That's  not 
so  bad,  one  can  stand  that.  Your  voice  is 
flexible,  and  you're  not  wanting  in  the  grace 
which  that  sort  of  music  requires.  But  it's 
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impossible  to  stand  jour  wretched  mania  for 
singing  fine  things.  I  tell  you  so,  and  you 
know  I  understand  the  matter.  Your  absurd 
flourishes  affect  my  nerves  to  such  an  extent, 
that  if  you  persist  in  inflicting  this  torture 
on  me,  111  take  myself  off  from  the  house 
Jbr  ever.  Be  quiet,"  she  added,  hitting  the 
child  who  was  crying,  on  the  head,  "  hush, 
you're  braying  like  your  father." 

"  Get  you  gone,  by  all  the  saints,  and  at 
once,"  replied  the  barber,  wounded  in  the 
tenderest  point  of  his  self-love.  "  Go !  run ! 
and  don't  come  back  till  I  call  you,  in  which 
way  you'll  run  without  ever  stopping." 

"You  say  you  won't  call  me  back,"  replied 
the  woman,  "  perhaps  it  would  be  too  great 
an  honour  for  you  to  pay  to  her  who  has  so 
often  been  called  back  by  Grandees,  by 
Ambassadors,  by  the  whole  Court!  Have 
you  any  idea,  you  dolt  of  a  peasant,  of  the 
money  they  paid  merely  to  hear  my  voice  ?  " 

VOL.  II.  T 
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"  If  those  same  people,"  replied  the  barber, 
"  could  see  you  now  with  your  vinegar  face, 
and  could  hear  your  hoarse  voice,  I  take  it 
they'd  gladly  pay  double,  not  to  see  or  hear 
you." 

"  Why  did  I  place  myself  in  this  miserable 
little  village,  among  this  herd  of  clowns  ?  " 
cried  the  woman  in  a  rage.  "  Why  did 
marry  this  chin-scraper,  this  lout,  who,  after 
having  eaten  up  the  dowry  the  duke  sent 
me,  dares  to  insult  me  ?  Me !  The  cele- 
brated Maria  Santalo,  who  has  made  such 
a  noise  in  the  world." 

"  It  would  have  been  better  for  you  to 
have  made  less,"  said  Ramon,  raised  to  an 
unheard-of  pitch  of  valour  by  the  enthu- 
siasm with  which  the  song  of  "  Atala"  in- 
spired him,  and  by  his  indignation  at  its 
being  sneered  at. 

Hearing  these  words,  the  woman  darted 
at  her  diminutive  husband,  who,  overcome 
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with  fright,  had  barely  time  to  lay  his  guitar 
on  a  chair,  and  take  to  his  heels.  At  the 
door  he  stumbled  against,  and  nearly 
upset,  an  individual  who  was  standing  on 
the  threshold.  The  moment  Maria  caught 
sight  of  the  new  comer,  her  rage  gave 
-way  to  a  burst  of  laughter  no  less  vio- 
lent. 

The  personage  who  occasioned  it  was 
Momo,  one  of  whose  cheeks  was  horribly 
swollen.  His  disfigured  features  were  tied 
up  with  a  handkerchief,  and  he  had  come 
to  have  an  aching  tooth  drawn  by  the 
barber. 

"What  a  horrible  sight!"  exclaimed 
Maria,  between  her  roars  of  laughter.  "  They 
say  that  the  Sergeant  of  Utrera  burst  with 
ugliness;  how  is  it  that  you  don't  do  the 
same  ?  What's  growing  in  your  cheek  ? 
A  melon,  one  would  say.  How  frightful 
you  are!  Are  you  going  to  have  your 

T2 
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portrait  taken  for  the  '  Hustracion,   which 
hunts  up  curiosities  ? " 

"  I've  come  to  have  a  bad  tooth  pulled  out 
by  your  Raton  Perez,  and  not  to  listen  to 
your  impudence,"  said  Momo ;  "  but,  Gaviota 
you  were,  Gaviota  you  are,  and  Gaviota  you 
will  be !  " 

"  If  you've  come  to  have  what's  bad  in 
you  pulled  out,"  retorted  Maria,  "  it  will  be 
best  to  begin  with  your  heart." 

"  By  all  the  cats,  you're  a  nice  one  to  talk 
of  hearts!"  returned  Momo,  "yon,  who 
allowed  your  father  to  die  in  the  arms  of 
strangers,  without  even  prajdng  to  his  saint, 
or  sending  him  the  least  assistance." 

"  And,  pray,  whose  fault  was  it,  you 
wicked  gander  ?  "  replied  Maria,  "  None  of 
this  would  have  happened,  if  you  hadn't 
been  such  a  regular  savage  as  to  return 
from  Madrid  without  having  delivered  your 
message,  and  tell  every  one  I  was  dead,  so 
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that  when  I  came  back  to  the  place,  believing 
my  father  to  be  alive,  every  one  took  me 
for  a  spirit  from  the  other  world.  And  all 
this,  because  your  understanding,  which  is 
as  flat  as  your  nose,  mistook  a  representation 
for  reality." 

"  Representation  indeed ! "  retorted  Momo. 
'*  You  always  say  it  was  a  make  believe,  but 
if  that  Telo  had  known  how  to  stab  you  in 
the  right  way,  and  if  your  husband,  whom 
every  one  but  you  laments,  had  not  cured 
you,  you  would  at  this  moment  have  been 
food  for  worms,  to  the  peace  of  all  who  know 
you.  But  yon  can't  cram  me  with  such 
nonsense." 

"  Know  then,  Mr.  Face  and  a  Half,"  said 
Maria,  spreading  her  fingers,  and  placing 
her  thumb  to  her  nose,  "  that  I'm  going  to 
live  for  a  hundred  years,  on  purpose  to 
plague  you." 

Momo   looked   at  Maria  with   as  much 
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scornful  dignity  as  was  compatible  with  his 
swollen  face,  and  said,  in  a  deep  voice  and 
conclusive  tone,  alternately  raising  and  lower- 
ing his  forefinger, — 

"  Gaviota  you  were,  Gaviota  you  are,  and 
Gaviota  you  will  be." 

And  then  haughtily  turned  his  back  on 
her. 

When  Don  Modesto,  stunned  by  the 
noisy  quarrel  we  have  related,  heard  laughter 
succeed  to  anger,  thanks  to  the  ugly  and 
ridiculous  appearance  of  Momo,  of  which 
only  the  pencil  of  Cruikshank  could  give  any 
idea,  he  profited  by  the  opportunity  to  slip 
away  unperceived  from  the  field  of  battle. 

Our  readers  know  that  Don  Modesto's 
tastes  were  quiet  and  peaceful,  and  that  he 
had  a  profound  antipathy  to  every  kind  of 
quarrel  and  dispute.  But  hardly  had  he 
entered  his  house,  well  pleased  with  the 
issue  of  his  seasonable  retreat,  when  new 
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terrors  assailed  him  at  the  sight  of  Rosita's 
piercing  eye,  angry  and  threatening  as  a 
soldier  under  arms,  and  her  mouth  grave  and 
puckered,  and  imposing  as  a  judge  in  his 
tribunal. 

Don  Modesto  sat  down  in  a  corner,  and 
hung  his  head,  as  a  bird,  fearing  the  storm, 
perches  on  the  bough  of  a  tree,  and  hides  its 
head  under  its  wing. 

It  should  be  mentioned  that  Rosita's  good 
qualities,  and  also  her  defects,  had  increased 
with  her  years.  Her  habits  of  neatness 

I 

were  carried  to  the  most  painful  excess. 
Don  Modesto  had  to  change  his  shoes  every 
time  he  came  in  to  see  her.  If  Rosita  had 
known  of  the  slippers  that  sight-seers  have 
to  put  on  when  they  visit  the  Prince  of 
Orange's  palace  at  Brussels,  she  would  no 
doubt  have  adopted  the  same  plan,  for  the 
preservation  of  the  rush  mats  which  covered 
the  cracked  brick  floor  of  her  sola.  If  Don 
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Modesto  let  fall  an  olive  on  the  tablecloth, 
Rosita  trembled  ;  if  a  drop  of  red  wine,  she 
wept.  Her  abstinence  and  sobriety  reached 
the  utmost  possible  degree ;  so  much  so  that 
it  was  commonly  believed  she  wished  to 
rival  Manuela  Torres,  the  wonderful  woman 
of  the  village  of  Gansar,  who  had  lately 
died,  after  having  lived  forty  years  without 
eating  or  drinking. 

"  Eosita,"  said  Don  Modesto  once  to  her, 
"formerly  you  used  to  eat  as  much  as  a 
small  bird  could  take  in  its  bill ;  but  now 
you  are  proving  that  what  they  say  of  the 
chameleon  is  no  fable." 

"  Still,  you  see,"  replied  Rosita,  "  that  I 
enjoy  perfect  health,  which  shows  that  we 
need  but  very  little  to  support  life,  and  that 
all  beyond  that  is  gluttony." 

As  for  her  austerity,  it  had  become  some- 
thing more  than  severe,  it  was  caustic. 

"It  well  befits  you,"  she  said  to  Don 
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Modesto,  who  was  recommending  himself 
with  heartfelt  earnestness  to  the  care  of  Our 
Lady  of  Peace,  "  it  is  well  befitting  a  man 
of  your  age  and  dignity,  one  of  the  first 
dignitaries  of  the  village,  a  man  who  has 
seen  his  name  in  printed  letters  in  the 
Gazette,  to  go  to  the  house  of  those  people, 
of  those  impudent  (to  say  no  worse)  people, 
and  to  mix  yourself  up  in  that  marriage 
which  was  the  scandal  of  the  neighbourhood." 

"But,  Rosita,"  pleaded  Don  Modesto,  "I 
didn't  thrust  myself  into  the  quarrel.  I 
merely  happened  to  be  there." 

"  If  you  hadn't  been  at  this  chin-scraping, 
eternal  singer's  house,  if  you  hadn't  been  lis- 
tening, open-mouthed,  to  his  impudent  songs, 
you  wouldn't  have  been  placed  in  the  situa- 
tion of  witnessing  this  scandal." 

"  But,  Rosita,  you  don't  reflect  that  I 
must  be  shaved  from  time  to  time,  or  else  I 
should  be  taken  for  a  pioneer  of  a  regiment, 


282  THE    SEA-GULL. 

that  good  Kamon  Perez  shaves  me  for  no- 
thing, as  his  father  did  before  him,  and  that 
both  policy  and  gratitude  require,  that  if  he 
chooses  to  sing  in  my  presence,  I  should  be 
patient,  and  listen  to  him.  Besides,  he  was 
not  singing  an  indelicate  song,  but  one  which 
refined  people  sing,  about  a  girl  called  Atala, 
who—" 

"  What  nonsense  are  you  going  to  tell 
me,  Don  Modesto  ?  "  said  Rosita,  indignantly, 
as  if  I  didn't  know  what  the  Ano  Cristiano 
says  about  Attila,  who  was  king  of  the  bar- 
barians, who  invaded  Rome,  and  who  was 
converted  by  the  eloquence  of  San  Leon  the 
\Jreat,  then  Pope  !  If  you  gentlemen  mean 
to  say,  in  contradiction  of  the  sound  truths  of 
the  Ano  Cristiano,  that  he  was  a  love-sick 
young  woman,  much  good  may  it  do  you  and 
Ramon  Perez.  The  age  of  light,  as  that 
Caribe*  of  an  alcalde,  who  wants  to  turn  the 

*  Savage. 
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Yia  Crucis  into  Urdax  Street,  calls  it,  upsets 
all  our  notions.  So  you,  gentlemen,  are 
quite  welcome  te  believe,  if  you  like,  that  it 
was  a  girl  that  commanded  the  fierce  armies 
of  the  barbarians.  And,  as  to  profane  and 
coarse  songs,  you  should  know  that  they  suit 
neither  my  age  nor  my  way  of  thinking.  But 
a  man's  ears  are  always  open  to  love-matters. 
I  tell  you,  it's  disgraceful  that  you  should  be 
hand  and  glove  with  these  people  ! " 

"  Oh,  Rosita,  how  can  you  speak  in  such 
terms  of  good  Ramon,  who  shaves  me  for 
nothing,  and  of  the  illustrious  Marisalada, 
who  has  been  applauded  by  generals  and 
ministers  ?  " 

"  That  doesn't  alter  the  fact  that  she  was 
an  actress,"  said  Rosa.  "  One  of  those  who 
were  formerly  excommunicated,  and  ought  to 
be  so  still.  I  should  like  to  know  why  they 
are  not." 

"  Probably,"  replied  Don  Modesto,  "  be- 
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cause  the  theatre  was  a  very  bad  place  then, 
while  now,  so  says  the  newspaper,  it  is  the 
school  of  manners." 

"  School  of  manners  ! — the  theatre !  It's 
no  use  talking.  You're  becoming  perverted 
very  fast,  Don  Modesto.  What !  do  you  take 
the  newspapers  for  texts  of  the  Bible  ?  I  tell 
you,  seiior,  that  the  Pope  has  acted  very 
badly  in  removing  the  ban  from  these  sin- 
provoking  women." 

"  Jesus,  Maria,  and  Jose  !  "  exclaimed  Don 
Modesto,  frightened  out  of  his  senses.  "  Ro- 
sita !  can  you  dare  to  condemn  what  the  Pope 
has  done,  and  at  this  very  time,  when,  ac- 
cording to  the  newspapers,  they  are  singing 
hymns  in  his  praise  ?  " 

"  Well,  well,"  replied  Rosita ;  "  I  know  all 
about  that  better  than  you  do.  I  would  not, 
for  the  world,  condemn  what  the  Pope  does, 
and  shall  confine  myself,  therefore,  to  hoping 
that  we  may  not  have  to  sing  the  Miserere 
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after  the  hymns.  But,  to  return  to  that 
woman  whom  so  many  great  personages  have 
applauded.  Do  you  think  that  stupid  praises 
absolve  her  from  her  wicked  deeds,  and 
wicked  disposition  ?  " 

"  You  judge  too  harshly,  Rosita.  She's  not 
bad  at  heart.  She  has  made  me  a  cockade 
for  my  hat." 

"  Yes,  a  cockade  as  large  as  a  plate,  and 
you  don't  see  that  she  has  done  it  to  make 
fun  of  you,"  replied  Rosita,  exasperated. 
"And  so  she  isn't  bad  at  heart  you  say, — 
she,  who  let  her  father  who  loved  her 
so  much  die  alone,  poor,  and  forgotten, 
while  she  was  making  shakes  on  the 
stage ! " 

"But,  Rosita,  if  she  didn't  know  the 
serious  nature — " 

"  She  knew  that  he  was  ill,  and  that  should 
have  been  enough.  When  the  father  is  suf- 
fering the  daughter  ought  not  to  sing; — a 
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woman  whose  conduct  drove  her  poor  hus- 
band to  go  and  die  of  shame  in  the  Indies ! " 

"He  died  of  the  yellow  fever,"  observed 
the  old  soldier. 

"Good  indeed  she  must  be,"  proceeded 
the  stern  schoolmistress,  warming  as  she  went 
on,  "  when  she  was  the  only  woman  in  the 
village  who  did  not  nurse  tia  Maria  in  her 
last  illness, — that  good  creature  who  loved 
her  so  and  had  done  so  much  for  her.  When 
she  was  the  only  one  not  present  at  her 
funeral, — the  only  one  who  did  not  pray  for 
her  in  church,  or  weep  for  her  in  the  Campo 
Santo ! " 

"Her  baby  was  only  a  few  days  old, 
and  it  would  have  been  very  imprudent  to — " 

"What  do  you  know  about  babies  and 
such  matters  ? "  exclaimed  Eosa  Mistica, 
exasperated  at  seeing  the  zeal  with  which 
Don  Modesto  defended  his  friends.  "  Good 
indeed  she  must  be  at  heart  to  have  laughed 
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and  said,  when  Brother  Gabriel,  soon  after 
the  death  of  his  benefactress,  followed  her  to 
the  tomb, — that  she  had  always  thought  it 
was  only  on  the  stage  that  people  died  of 
love  and  grief!" 

"  Poor  Brother  Gabriel ! "  said  Don 
Modesto,  moved  by  the  recollections  his 
hostess  had  awakened.  "  Every  Friday  of 
his  life  he  came  to  the  Christ  of  Good  Heljp 
to  pray  for  a  holy  death.  .  Since  that  of  his 
benefactress,  he  came  every  day,  for  then 
there  only  remained  that  good  Lord  who 
could  understand  and  comfort  him.  It  was  I 
who  found  him  one  Friday  morning  on  his 
knees  before  the  grating  of  the  chapel  of 
Christ,  his  head  resting  on  the  bars.  I  called 
to  him,  but  he  did  not  answer.  I  went  up  to 
him — he  was  dead !  Dead  as  he  had  lived, 
in  silence  and  alone." 

"Poor  Brother  Gabriel!"  added  the  com- 
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mandant  after  a  short  pause.  "  You  died 
without  seeing  your  monastery  re-established, 
and  I  shall  die  without  seeing  my  fort 
rebuilt. 


THE   END. 
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